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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following Tranſlations were ſelected from 
many others done by the Author in his Youth; 


for the moſt part indeed but a fort of Exerciſes, while 


he was improving himſelf in the Languages, and car- 
ried by his early Beat to Poetry, to perform them ra- 
ther in Verſe than Proſe. Mr. Dryden's Fables came 
out about that time, which occaſioned the Tranſlati- 


ons from Chaucer. « They were firſt ſeparately printed 


in Miſcellanies by J. Tonſon and B. Lintot, and af- 
terwards collected in the Quarto Edition of 1717. 
The Imitations of Engliſh Authors, which follow, were 
done as early, ſome of them at fourtccn or fifteen 


years old. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE hint of the following piece was taken from 
Chaucer's Houſe of Fame. The deſign is in a man- 


ner entirely altered, the deſcriptions and moſt of the | 
particular thoughts my own : yet I could not ſuffer it | 


to be printed without this acknowledgment. The 
reader who would compare this with Chaucer, may 
| begin with his third book of Fame, there being no- 


| thing in the two firſt books that anſwers to their title: 
wherever any hint is taken from him, the paſlage it- 


felt is ict down in the notes at the end of the poem. 
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pr that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending ſhowers | 
Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing flowers; 

When opening buds ſalute the welcome day, 

And earth relenting feels the genial ray ; 


As balmy ſleep, had charm'd my cares to reſt, 


And love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt, 
(What time the morn myſterious viſions brings, 


| While purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) 


A train of phantoms in wild order roſe, 


And join d, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 


I ſtood, methought, betwixt earth, ſcas, and ſkies; 
The whole creation open to mine eyes: 
In air felf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow; 
Here naked rocks, and empty waſtes were ſeen, 
There towery cities, and the foreſts green: 
Here failing ſhips delight the wandering eyes; 
There trees and intermingled temples riſe; 
Now a clear ſun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landicape now in clouds decays. 
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O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz d around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiſcuous ſound, 
Lizc broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murmuring on the hollow ſhore : 
Thien gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 


Whoſe towering ſummit ambient clouds conceal'd. 


High on a rock of Ice the ſtructure lay, 

Steep its aſcent, and ſlippery was the way; 

The wondrous rock like Varian marble ſhone, 
Aud ſeem'd, to diſtant fight, of ſolid ſtone. 
Inſcriptions here of various Names I view'd, 

I be greater part by hoſtile time ſubdu d; 

Yet wide was ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they ſhould lat. 
Some freſh engrav'd appear d of Wits renown d; 
I look d again, nor could that trace be found. 
Critics I ſaw, that other names deface, 

And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 


Their own, like others, ſoon their place rclign'd, 


Or diſeppear'd, and leſt the firſt behind. 

Nor was the wer impair'd by ſtorms v lone, 
Kut tclt th approaches (f roowurm a ſun; 

For "ame, in p tient of extremes, decays 

Not more by envy than excels of Praiſe. 

Vet part no injuries of heaven could feel, 

I *ke ery al faitllſul to the graving ſteel: 
Je rock's high ſumit, in the temple's ſhade, 
Nur h. at could melt, nor beating ſ orm invade. 
1444 vam 'nſri'd unnumber'd ages paſt 


From time's en bith, with time itfelf (hall laſt; 
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Theſe ever new, nor ſujet to decavs, * 
Spread, and grow brighter wich the Ingt!: of dans. 
So Zemoula's rocks (thc beauteous work of fruits 
Riſe white in air, and plitter o'er the coalt; 
Pale ſuns, unfelt, at diſtance roll away, 
And on th* impaſſive ice the Fghtnings ply; 
Eternal ſnows tue growing maſs ſupzey, | 
Till the bright mountains prop th incumbent ky; 
As Atlas fix d, each hoary pile appears, 
Tc gather'd winter of a tliouſand years. 
On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands; 
Stupendous pile! not rear d by mortal bangs. 
Whate'er proud Rome or artſul Greece beheid, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. | 
Four faces had the dome, and every ſace 
Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 
Four brazcn gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the different quarters of the ſky. 
Here fabled Chiefs in darker ages born, 
Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 
Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race; 
The walls in venerable order grace: 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 
And Legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone. 
Weſtward, a ſumptuous frontiſpiece appear d, 
On Doric pillars of white marvle ręar d, 
 Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 
And ſculpture riſing on the roughen d gold. 
In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 
And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhicld: 
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There great Alcides ſtooping with his toil, 

Reſts on his club, and holds th* Heſperian ſpoil z 
Here Orpheus ſings; trees moving to the ſound 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around: 
Amphion there the loud creating lyre 

Strikes, and beholds a fudden Thebes aſpire! 
Cithaeron's echoes anſwer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall : 

There might you ſe the length*ning ſpires aſcend, 
The domes ſwell up, the widening arches bend, 
The growing towers, like exhalations riſe, 

And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. 

The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th Aſſyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Perſian name: 
There in long robes the royal Magi ſtand, 

Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand : 
The ſage Chaldacans rob'd in white appear'd, 
And Brachmans deep in deſert woods rever'd. 


Theſe Rop'd the moon, and call'd th' unbody'd ſhades 


To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring glades; 
Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, 
And airy ſpectres ſkim before their cyes; 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 
And careful watch'd the planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius food, 
Who taught that uſeful ſcience, to be good. 
But on the South, a long majeſtic race 
O Egypt*s Pricſts the gilded niches grace, 


10 


4 


rr 


| 


j . + 7 F 


— . 


OF FAME. vrt. 

Who meaſur d earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden Horne drew: 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold; 
His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 
Between the ſtatues Obeliiks were plac'd, 
And the learn'd walls with Higroglyphies grac'd. 

Of Gothic ſtructure was the Northern fide, 
O'erwrought with ornaments of barb 'rous pride. 
There huge Coloſſes roſe, with trophies crown'd, 
And Runic characters were grav'd around. 
There fat Zamolxis with erected eyes, 
And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 
There on rude iron columns, ſmear'd with blood, 
The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and bards (their once loud harps unſtrung) 
And youths that dicd to be by Pocts ſung. 
Tack and a thouſand more of doubtſul fame, 
To whom old fables gave a 'aſt ns name, 
In ranks adorn'd the Vemple's outward face; 
The wall in luſtre and efTctt like glafs, 


Which o'er each object caiting various dyes, 


Enlacges ſome, and others multiplies : 
Nor void of emblem was the mv{tic wall, 


For thus romantic Fame increaſes all. 


The Temple ſhakes, the ſounding gates nrfo'd,, 
Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold: 


 Rais'd on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd round 
With laurel-foliage, and with eagles crown'd: 


B 3 


T1 TRMEL SH S ole © 


Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 

The freezes gold, and gold the capitals : | 
As heaven with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the paſſage of each ſpacious gate, 

The ſage Hiftorians in white garments wait; 
Grav'd o'er their ſcats the form of time was found, 
His fcythe revers' d, and both his pinions bound. 
Within ſtood Heroes, who thro' loud alarms 

In bloody fields purſu'd renown in arms. 

High on a throne with trophics charg'd, I view'd 
The Youth that all things but himſelf ſabda'd; 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, 
And his horn'd head bely'd the Libyan God. 
There Caeſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone; 
Caeſar, the world's great maſter, and his own; 
Unmov d, ſuperior ſtill in every ſtate, 


And ſcarce deteſted in his Country's fate. | 
But chief were thoſe, who not for empire fought, | 


But with their toils their people's ſafety bought: 
High o*er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood ; 
Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood; 


8e <&t 9 %, 


Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman ſtate; 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 
And wiſe Aurclius, in whoſe well-taught mind Y ) 
With boundleſs power unbounded virtue join'd, : | 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. ; 
Much ſuffering heroes next their honours claim, 
Thoſe of leſs noify, and lefs guilty fame, : 
| 


Fair Virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe 
Here ever ſhines the godlike Socratcs ; 
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He whom ungrateful Athens could expell, 


At all times juſt, but when he ſign'd the Shell: 
Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 


With Agis, not the laſt of Spartan names: 
| Vaconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore, 
And Brutus his ill Genius meets no more. 


8 


But in the centre of the hallow*d choir, 
Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, | 
Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 
High on the firſt, the mighty Homer ſhone; 
Eternal adamant compos'd his throne; 
Father of verſe ! in holy fillets dreſt, 
Kis filver beard wav*d gently o er his breaſt; 
Tho' blind, a boldnefs in his looks appears; 
In ycars he ſcem'd, but not impair'd by ycars. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſcen: 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Qucen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus' fall, 
Here dragg d in triumph round the Trojan wall. 


_ Motion and life did every part inſpire, 


bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire; 
A itrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' are, 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 

A golden column next in rank appear d, 
On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; 
Finiſh'd the whole, and lubour'd every part, 
With patient touches of unwearied art: 
The Mantuan there in ſober triumph ſate, 
Compos d his poſture, and his look ſedate: 


Fa 
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on Homer ſtill he fix d a reverend eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt maycity. 

In living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 


"Eliza ſtretch'd upon the funeral pyre, 


Aneas bending with his aged ſire: 


Troy flam'd in burning gold, and o'er the throne 


ARMS AND THz MAN in golden cyphers fl. one. 
Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of filver bright, 


With heads adranc'd, and pinions ttretch'd for ft ght: N 


Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And tem'd to labour with th' inſpiug Cod. Fd 
Acreis the harp a carcicis hand te flings, 
And bc.aly-froks into the ſonnding ſtrings. 
Tue figur d games of Greece the column grace, 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race. 
The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 
Tl ficry ſteeds ſcem ſtarting from the ſtone; 
Ine champions in diſtorted poſtures threat; 
And all appcar'd irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun'd th' Auſonian Ire 
To ſweeter tounds, and temper'd Findar's fire ; 


Pleas' d with Alcacus' manly rage t' infuſe 


The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Mute. | 
The poliſh'd pillar different ſculptures grace; 
A work outlaſting monumental braſs. 

Here ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appcar, 
The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here. 


The Doves, that round the infant Poet frread 
Myrtles and bays, hang hovering o'er Lis bead. 
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Here, in a ſhrine that caſts a dazzling light, 
State fix'd in thought the mighty Stagirite; 
His ſacred head a radiant Zodiac crown*d, 
And various Animals his ſides ſurround ; 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Supperior worlds, and look all Nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone, 

The Roman Roſtra deck'd the Conſul's throne : 
Gathering his flowing robe, he ſecm'd to ſtand 
In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand, 
Behind, Rome's Genius waits with Civic crowas, 
And the great Father of his country owns. 

Theſe maſſy columns in a circle riſe, 

O'er which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 
Scarce to the top I ſtretch my aching ſight, 

So large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height, 
Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial ſcat 
With jewels blaz d, magnificently great; 

The vivid emeralds there revive the eye, 

The fl:ming rubies ſhew their ſanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively ſapphites ſtream, 


And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 


With various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne; 


The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 


And forms 3 rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddefs firſt I caſt my ſight, 
Scarce ſeem d her ſtature of a cubit s height; 
But ſwell'd to larger ſize, the more I gaz d, 
"Till to the roof her towering front ſhe rais d 
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With her, the Temple every moment grew, 
And awpler Viſtas open'd to my vicw ; 

Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs af end, 
And arckes widen, and long ils extend. 

Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her fe:+ infold ? 
A thouſand buſy tongues the Godde!- |: s, 


A thouſand open eyes, and thouſand l:ii.ing ears. 


Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful. Ni +; ; 
(Her virgin handmaids) ſtill attend the ſurine: 
With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd. they (ng ; 
For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the ſtring : 
With time's firſt irth began the heavenly lays, 
And laſt, eternal, thro the length of days, 
Around theſe wonders as I cait a look, 
The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook, 
And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 
From ditſcrent quarters fill the crouded hall: 
Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard; 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear d; 
Thick as the bees, that wich the ſpring renew 
Their flowery toils, and ſip the fragrant dew, 
When the wing'd colonies firſt tempt the ſky, 
O'er duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 
Or ſettling, ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field. | 
Millions of ſuppliant crouds the ſhrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend : 
The poor, the rich, the valiant and the ſage, 
And boaſting youth, and narrarive old age. 
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Their pleas were diiferent, their requcſt the fame: 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some ſhe diſgrac'd, and iome with honours crown'd; 
Unlike fucceſſes equal merits found. 
Thus her blind fitter, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undiſcerning ſcattets crowns and chains. 

Firſt at the ſhrine the Learned world appear, 


And to the Goddeſs thus prefer their prayer. 


Long have we ſought t' inſtruct and pizaſe mankind, 
With ſtuic> pale, dich miduight vigiis blind; 
But thank'd by few, rewarded vet by none 


We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne : 


On wit and learning ti e juſt prize beſtow, 
For Fame is all we mutt expect below. 
The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raife 

The golden trampet of ete.nal praiſe : 
e r.om pole to pole the wins Ciffuſe the ſcund, 

That fills the circuit of the world around; 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 

The notes at firſi were rather ſweet than loud: 

By juſt degrees they every moment riie, 

Fill the wide carth and gain upon the ſkies. 

At every breath were balmy odours ſhed, 


Which ſtill grew ſweeter, as they wider ſpread; 


Lef7, f :grant cents th? unfolding roſe exhales. 
Or ſpices br-ath n, in Arabian gales, 

Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred lane. 
Since living virtue is with envy curſt, 


And the beſt nicu arc treated like the 20" 
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Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſic worth. 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd, 
(Said Fame) but high above deſert renown'd : 
Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 
And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. 

This baad diſmiſs d, behold another croud 
| Prefer the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow d; 
The conſtant tenor of whoſe well-ſpent days 
No leſs deſerv'd a juſt return of praiſe. - 
But ſtraight the direful Trump of Slander ſounds; 
Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 
The dire report thro? every region flies, 
In every car inceſſant rumours rung, 
And gathering ſcandals grew on every tongue. . 
From the black rrumpet's luſty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke : 
The poiſonous vapour blots the purple ſkies, 
And withers all before it as it flies. | 

A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
For thee (they ery d) amidſt alarms and ſtrife, 
We ſail'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with fla · nes and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro' the purple flood. 
_ Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own; 
What virtue ſeem 'd, was done for thee alone. 


| Ambitious fools! (the Queen reply'd, and frown'd) 


Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd; 
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here ſleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown ! 
A ſudden cloud ſtraight ſnatch'd them from my ſight, 
And each majeſtic phantom funk in night. 

Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen; 
Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien, 
Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame! 

But ſafe in deſarts from th' applauſe of men, 
"Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen. 

"Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from ſight 

Thoſe acts of goodneſs, which themſelves requite. 
O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, 

To follow vi:rtue e'en for virtue's fake. | 

And live there men, who flight immortal fame? 
Who then with incenſe ſhall adore our name; | 
But, mortals! know, tis ſtill our greateſt pride 
To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. 
Riſe ! Muſes, riſe! add all your tuneful breath, 
Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
She ſaid: in air the trembling muſic floats, 

And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes; 
So ſoft, tho high, ſo loud, and yet ſo clear, 
Ev'n liſt ning Angels lean from heav'n to hear: 
To furtheſt ſhores th Ambroſial ſpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 

Next theſe a youthful train their vows expreſs'd, 
With feathers crown'd, with gay embroid'ry dreſs d: 
Hither, they cry d, direct your eyes, and ſee 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, 2nd gallantry ; 
| Yor. WH. C 
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Ours is the place at banquets, balls and plays, 

Sprightly our nights polite are all our days; 

Courts we frequent, where 'tis our pleaſing care 

To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair; 

In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 

But till in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid ; 

Of unknown Ducheſſes lewd tales we tell, | 

Yet, would the world believe us all were well. 

The joy let others have, and we the name, 

And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. 

| The Queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
And at each blaſt a Lady's bonour dies. 

Pleas d with the ſhange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers preft 

Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt : 

What you, (ſhe cry'd) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 

Slaves to yourſelves, and ev'n fatigu d with caſe, 

Who loſe a length of undeſerving days, 

Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe ? 

To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders fall, 

The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all. 

Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, 

Loud laughs burſt out, and bitter ſcoffs fly round, 

Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

And ſcornful hifſcs run through all the croud. 
Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchicfs done, 

Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne 

Or who their glory's dire foundation lay'd 

On ſov reigns ruin'd or on friends Letray'd ; : 

Cum, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 

Of crooked councils and dark politics ; 
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of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 
And beg to make the immortal treaſons known, 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks, that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread found, pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartled Nature trembled with the blaſt. 
This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'r unknown 
Straight chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from the 
Before my view appear d a ſtructure fair, Ichrone. 
Its ſite uncertain, if in earth or air; 
With rapid motion turn d the manſion round; 
With ceaſeleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound; 
Not leſs in number were the fpacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores; 
Which till unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open ev ry way. 
As flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend, 
A ͤweighty bodies to the centre tend, 
As to the ſea returning rivers roll, 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole ; 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe 
All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and Res | 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper d in the car; 
Nor ever ſilence, reſt, or peace is here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryſtal lakes 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes ; 
The trembling circle by the motion ſtirr'd, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 
Wide, and more wide the floating-rings advance, 
Fill all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance: 
: | 68 2 | 
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Thus ev'ry voice and found, when firſt they break, 
On neighb'ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; 

That, in its turn, impels the next above; 

Thro? undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 

And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, | 
OF peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death and life, 
Ot lois and gain, of famine and of ſtore, 

Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air, 
Of fires and plagues, and ſtars with blazing hair, 
O*f turns of Fortune, changes in the ſtate, 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great, 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new: 
All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
Who paſs, repaſs, advance, and glide away; 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantoms of a day: 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew, 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; 
And prieſts, and party-zealots, num'rous bands 
With home-born lies, or tales from foreign lands; 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place, 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in cv'ry face. 
The flying rumours gather d as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; 
And all who told it added ſomething new, | 
And all who heard it, made enlargements too, 

In every car it ſpread, on cv'ry tongue it grew. 


OFT FAME. v. 4792 21 

Thus Aying eaſt and weſt, and north and fouth, 

News travel'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth. 

So from a ſpark, that kindled ncſt by chance, 

With gath ring force the quick'ning flames advance; 

Till to the clouds their curling heads aſpire, | 

And tow'rs and temples ſink in floods of fire, 

When thus ripe lics are to perfection ſprung, 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 

Thro thouſand vents, impaticnt. forth they flow, 
And ruſh in millions on the world below. | 
Fame ſits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 

Their date determines, and preſceribes their torce: 
Some to remain, and ſome to periſh ſoon; 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moca. 

Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, 

Born by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter d thro the a 

There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 

A lie and truth contending for the way; 

And long 'twas doubtful, both fo cloſely pent, 

Which firſt ſhould iſſue thro the narrow vent: 

At laſt agreed, together out they fly, ; 

Inſcparable now, the truth and lie; 

The ſtrict companions are for ever join d, 

And this or that unmix d, no mortal e cr (hall find, 

| While thus I ſtood, intent to ſce and hear, 

One came, mcthought, and whilper'd in my ear: 

What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſc? 

Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praie? 
Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who ſo ſond as youthful bards of Fame? 

Ca. 
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But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 

So hard to gain, fo eaſy to be loſt. 

How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 

Th' eſtate which wits inherit after death 

Eaſe, health, and life, for this they muſt reſign, 
| (Unſure the tenurc, but how vaſt the fine!) 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure, 
Be envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor; 
All luckleſs wits thei enemies profeſt, 

And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt. 

Nor fame I ſlight, nor for her favours call; 
She comes unlook*d for, if ſhe comes at all. 

But if the purchaſe coſts fo dear a price 

As ſoothing Folly, or exalting Vice: 

Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 

And follow ſtill where Fortune leads the way; 

Or if no baſis bear my riſing name, 

But the fall'n ruins of another's fame; 


Then, teach me, heav'n! to ſcorn the guilty ben, 


Drive from my breaſt that wretched luſt of praiſe, 
Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown; | 
Oh grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none! 


IMITATIONS. 


Ver. It. &c.] Theſe verſes are hinted from the 
| following of Chaucer, Book ii. ; 
| Tho” beheld I fields and plains, 
Now hills, and now mountains, 
Now valeis, and now foreſtes, 
And now unneth great beſtes, 
Now rivers, now citees, 
Now towns, now great trees, 
Now lhippes fayling in the ſees. 
VER. 27. High on a rock of ice, etc. Chancer's 
third book of Fame. 
It ſtood upon ſo high a rock, 
Higher ſtandeth none in Spayne— 
What manner ſtone this rock was, 
For ir was like a lymed glats, 5 
But that it ſhone full more clere; 
But of what congealed matere 
It was, I niſte readily; 
But at the laſt eſpied I, | 
And found that it was every dele, 
A rock of iſe, and not of tele. 
ves. 31. Inſcriptions here, etc.] 
Tho”. ſaw 1 all the hilly grave 
With famous folkes names fele, 
That had been in much wele 
And her fames wide y-blow; 
But wel — might I know, | 


—— 
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Any letters for to rede 

Their names by, for out of drede 
They weren almoſt otf-thawen fo, 
That of the letters one or two 

Were molte away of every name, 

So unfamous was woxe her fame; 

But men ſaid, what may ever laſt? 


Vra. 41. Nor was the work impair'd, etc.] 


Tho' gan I in myne harte to caſt, 
That they were molte away for heate, 
And not away with ſtorms beate. . 


Ven. 45. Tet part no injuries, etc.] 


For on that other fide I fey 

Of that hill which northward ley, 
How it was written full of names 

Of folkes, that had afore great fames, 
Of old time, and yet they were 

As freſh as men had written hem there 
The ſelf day, or that houre 

That I on hem gan to poure: 

But well I wiſte what it made; 

It was conſerved with the ſhade 

(All the writing that I ſye) 

Of the caſtle that ſtood on high, 
And ſtood eke in fo cold a place, 
That heat might it not deface. 


vrx. 132. The wall in luſtre, etc.] 


It ſhone lighter than a glaſs, 
And made well more than it was, 
As kind of thing Fame is, 
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Ver. 179. Six pompous columns, etc.] 
From the dees many a pillere, 
Of metal that ſhone not full clere, &c. 
V pon a pillere faw I ſtonde 
That was of lede and iron fine, 
Him of the ſect ſaturnine, 
The Ebraicke Joſephus the old. &c. 
VO pon an iron pillere ſtrong, 
That painted was all endlong, 
With tigers blood in every place, 
The Tholoſan that hight Stace, 
That bare of Thebes up the name, &c* 


Ver. 182. ] 


Full wonder hye on a * 

Of iron, he the great Omer, | 
And with him Dares and Titus, &c. 
"Ver. 196, &c. | 
There ſaw I ſtand on a pillere 

That was of tinned iron cleere, 

The Latin Poet Virgyle. | 

That hath bore up of a great while 
The fame of pius Aneas : 

And next him on a pillere was 

Of copper, Venus' clerke Ovide, 
That hath ſowen wond'rous wide 
The great God of Love's fame— 
Tho ſaw I on a pillere y 

Of iron wrought full ſternly, 

The great poet Dan Lucan, 

That on his thoulders bore up then 
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As high as that I might ſce, 
The fame of ſulius and Pompee. 
And next on him a pillere ſtode 
Of ſulphure, like as he were wode, 
Daa Claudian, ſothe for to tell 
Tbat bare up all the fame of hell, &e. 

Ver. 224. Pics d with Alcueus“ many rage t i. 
fuſe—The ſofter ſpirit of the Supfhic li ſe.I This ex- 
preſſes the mixed character of the odes of Horace: | 
the ſecond of theſe verſes alludes to that line of his, 
a Spiritum Graiac tenuem camoenae. | 

As another which follows, to 
Exegi monumcntum acre perennius. 
The action of the Doves hints at a paſſage in the 
| fourth ode of his third Look. | 
Me fabulofae Vulture in Appulo 
Altricis extra limen Apuliae, 
Ludo fatigatumque ſomno, 
' Fronde nova pucrum palumbes 
TexCcrez mirum quod ſoret omnibus 
Ut tuto ab atris corpore viperis = 
Dormirem et urſis; ut premerer ſacra 
Lauroque col'ataque myrto, 
Non fine Diis animoſus infans. 
Wk may be thus engliſhed; - 
While yet a child, I chanc'd to ow 
And in a defart fleeping lay; 
Ihe favage race withdrew, nor dar d 
To touch the Muſes future bard; 


- But Cytherea's gentle dove 
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Myrtles and bays around me ſpread, 
And crown'd your infaat poet's head, 
Sacred to Muſic und to Love | 
| Ver. 259. Scarce ſcem'd her jtature, etc.] 
Mcthought that ſhe was ſo lite, 
That the length of a cubite 
Was longer than ſhe ſeemed be; 
But thus ſoon in a while ſhe, Y 
Her ſelfe tho wonderly ſtraight, 
That with her feet ſhe the earth reight, 
And with her head ſhe touchyd heaven 
Ven. 270. Beneath, in order rang d, etc.] 
I heard about her chrone y-ſung 
That all the palays walls rung, 
So ſung the mighty Muſe, ſhe 
That cleped is Calliope, 
- And her ſeven fiſters cke-— 


Ver. 276. Around theſe wonders, etc.] 


I heard a noiſe approchen blive, 
That far'd as bees done in a hive, 
Againſt her time of out fly ng; 
Right ſuch a manere murmuring, 
For all the world it ſecmed me. 


Tho gan I look about and ſee 


That there came ent ring into th hall, 

A right great company withal; | 

And that of ſu dry regions, 

Of all kind of conditions, &c.-=— 
Ver. 294. Some ſhe diſgrac'd, etc.] 

And ſome of them ſhe granted ſone, 


* 
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And ſome ſhe warned well and fair, 
And ſome ſhe granted the contrair 
Right as her ſiſter dame Fortune 
Ils wont to ſerve in commune. 
Vra. 318. the good and 2 
Tho came the third companye, 
And gan up to the dees to hye, 
And down on knees they fell anone, 
Asad faiden: We ben everichone 
Folk that han full truely 
Deſerved Fame right-fully, 
And prayen you it might be knowe 
Right as it is, and forth blowe. 
I grant, quoth ſhe, for now we liſt 
That your good works ſhall be wiſt. 
And yet ye ſhall have better loos, 
Right in deſpite of all your foos,' 
Than worthy is, and that anone. 
Let now (quoth ſhe) thy trump gone-— 
And certes all the breath that went 
Out of his trump's mouth ſmel'd 
As men a pot of baume held 
Among a baſket full of roſes--— 


Ver. 328, 338. behold another croud, ete.—- Frm 


the black trumpet's ruſty, etc.] | 
Therewithal there came anone 
Another huge companye 
Of good folke 
What did this Eolus, but he 


* 
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Took out his trump of braſs, 
That fouler than the devil was: 
And gan his trump for to blowe, 
As all the world ſhould overthrowe. 
Throughout every regione | 
Went this foul trumpet's ſoune, 
Swift as a pellet out of a gunne, 
When fire is in the powder runne. 
And ſuch a ſmoke gan out wende, 
Out of the foul trumpet's end-—&c. 
Ver. 356. Then came the ſmalleſt, etc.] 
I faw anone the fifth route, 
„That to this lady gan loute, | 

And downe on knees anone to fall, 

And to her they beſoughten all, 

To hiden there good works eke. 
And faid, they yeve not a leke 

For no fame ne ſuch renowne; 
For they for contemplacyoune, 
And Goddes love had it wrought, 
Ne of fame would they ought. 

What quoth ſhe, and be ye wood ? 

mi And ween ye for to do good, 

And for to have it of no fame? 
Have ye deſpite to have my name ? 
Nay ye ſhall lien everichone : 

Blow thy trump, and that anone 
(Quoth ſhe) thou Eolus, I hote, 
And ring theſe folkes works by rote, 
That all the world may of it heare; 

And he gan blow their loos ſo clcare, 

Vos. II. D 


— 
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| In his golden clarioune, 


Through the world went the FRET | 


All fo kindly, and eke fo oft, 
That their fame was blown aloft. 


Vrx. 378. Next theſe a youthful train, etc.] The! 
reader might compare theſe twenty-eight lines follow | 
ing, which contain the ſame matter, with eiglity-fou 


of Chaucer, beginning thus: 
Tho came the ſixth companye, 
And gan faſt to Fame cry, &c. 
being tao prolix to be here inſerted. | 
Ver. 406. Laſt, thiſe who boaſt of mighty, etc.] 
Tho came another companye, 
That had y-done the treachery, &c. 


a 


Ver. 418. This having beard and ſeen, etc.) Th 
Scene here changes from the Temple of Fame, to 
of Rumour, which is almoſt entirely Chaucer's. 
particulars follow. | 
Tho ſaw I ſtonde in a valey, 
Under the caſtle faſt by 
A houſe that Domus Dedali | 
That Labyrinthus cleped is, 
Nas made fo wonderly, 1 wis, 
Ne half fo queintly y-wrought ; 
And evermo as ſwiſt as thought, 
This queint houſe about went, 
"That never'more it {till ſtent--— | 
And cke this houſe hath of entrees, | 
As many as Jeaves are on trees | 
In Summer, when they ben grene; | 
Aud in the roof yet men may ſene ; 


Fa 
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A thouſand hoels and well mo 
To letten the ſoune out go; 
And by day in every tide 
Ben all the doors open wide, 
And by night each one unſhet; 
No porter is there one to let, 
No manner tydings in to pace: 
Ne never relt is in that place. 

Ver. 428. As 1ames by nature to the, etc.] This 
thought is transferred hither out of the third book of 
Fame, where it takes up no leis than one huadred 
and twenty verſes, beginning thus, 

Geffray, thou wotteſt well this, &c. 

Ver. 448. There various news I heard, etc.] 

Of werres, of peace, of marriages, 
of reſt, of labour, of voyages, 
Of abode, of dethe, and of life, 
Of love and hate, accord and ſtrife, 
Of loſs, of lore, and of winnings, 
Of hele, of ſickneſs, and leſſings, 
Of divers tranſmutations 
Of eſtates and cke of regions, 
Of truſt, of drede, of jealouſy, 
Of wit of winning and of folly, 
Of good, or bad government, 
Of fire, and of divers accident. 
Ver. 458. Above, below, without, within, etc.] 
But ſuch a great congregation 
Of folke as I ſaw roame about, 
Some within, and ſome without, 
Was never ſeen, nay ſhall be ef 
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And every wight that I ſaw there 
Rowned everich in others ear 
A new tyding privily, 
Or elſe he told it openly 
Right thus, and ſaid, Knowſt not thog 
That is betide to night now? 
No, quoth he, tell me what ? 


And then he told him this and that, &c. 


Thus north and ſouth 

Went every tiding fro mouth to mouth, 
And that increaſing evermo, f 

As fire is wont to quicken and go 

From a ſparkle ſprong amiſs, 

Till all the city brent up is. 


Ven. 489. There, at one paſſage, etc.] 


And ſometime I ſaw there at once, 
A leſing and a ſad ſooth ſaw 

That gonnen at adventure draw 
Out of a window forth to pace 
And no man be he ever fo wrothe, 
Shall have one of theſe two, but bothe, &c. 


JANUARY AND MAY: 
; | on THE 
MERCHANT's TALE 
FROM 
CHAUC EL 


HERE liv'd in Lombardy, as Authors write, 
In days of old, a wiſe and worthy- Knight ; 
Of gentle manners, as of gen'rous race, 
Bleſt with much ſenſe, more riches, and ſome grace; 
Yet, led aſtray by Venus' ſoft delights, 
He ſcarce could rule ſome idle appetites ; 
For long ago, let Pricſts ſay what they cou d, 
Weak ſinful laymen were but fleſh and blood. 
But in due time, when ſixty years were o'er, 
He vow'd to lead this vitious life no more; 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, 
Or dotage turn'd his brain, is hard to find ; 
But his high courage prick*d him forth to wed, 
And try the plcaſures of a lawful bed. 
Tais was his nightly dream, his daily care, 
And to the heav'nly pow'rs his conſtant pray'r, 
Once ere he dy d, to taſte the bliſsful life 
Of a kind huſband and a loving wife. 
Theſe thoughts he fortify d with reaſons (till, 
(For none want reaſons to confirm their will.) 
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Grave authors ſay, and witty poets ſing; 
That honeſt wedlock is a gloriovs thing: 

But depth of Judgment moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him chuſe a damſel young and fair, 
To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 

To ſooth his cares, and free from noiſe and ſtriſe, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

Let ſinful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 
Unaw'd by precepts human or divine, 

Like birds and beaſts promiſcuouſly they join: 
Nor know to make the preſent bleſſing laſt, 

To hope the future, or eſteem the paſt: 

' But vainly boaſt the joys they never try'd, 
And find divuig'd the ſecrets they would hide. 
The marry'd man may bear his yoke with eaſe, 
Secure at once himſelf and heaven to pleaſe; 
And paſs his inoffenſive hours au ay, 

In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: 

Tho fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe remains, 
Augments his joy, or mitagates his pains. 

But what fo pure, which envious tongues will ſpare ? 
Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. 
With matchleſs impudence they ſtyle a wife 
The dear bought curſe, and lawſul plague of life; 
A boſom-ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, 

A night-invaſion, and a mid-day devil. 
Let not the wiſe theſe ſland*rous words regard, 
But curſe the bones of ey'ry lying bard, 


— 
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All other goods by fortune's hand are giv'n, 
A wife is the peculiar gift of heav'n. 
Vain fortune's favours, never at a ſlay, 
| 1ike empty ſhadows. paſs, and glide a vay; 
One ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 
Abundantly ſupplies us all our life : 
This bleſſing laſts (if thoſe who try ſay true) 
AS long as heart can wiſh—and longer too. 
Our grand fire Adam, ere of Eve poileſs'd, 
Alone, and ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs'd, 
With mournſul looks the bliſsful ſcenes ſurvey'd, 
And wander d in the folitary ſhade : 
The Maker ſaw, took pity, and beſtow'd 
Woman, the laſt, the beſt reſerv'd of God. 
A wife! ah gentle deities, can he 
That has a wife, c' er feel adverſity ? 
Would men but follow what the ſex adviſe, 
All things would profper, all the world grow wife, 
Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 
His father's bleſſing from an elder fon ; 
Abuſive Nabal ow'd his forfeit lite 
To the wiſe conduct of a prudent Wife: 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow, 
Preſerv'd the Jews, and ſlew th Aſſyrian foe: 
At Heſter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword | 
Was ſheath'd, and Iſracl liv'd ts bleſs the Lord. 
Theſe weighty motives, January the ſage 
Maturely ponder'd in his riper age; 
And charm'd with virtuous joys, and ſober life, 
Would try that Chriſtian comfort, call's a wife 
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His friends were ſummon'd on a point ſo nice, 
To paſs their judgment, and to give advice; 
But fix*d before, and well reiolv'd was he; 
(As men that aſk advice are wont to be.) 
My friends, he cry'd, (and caſt a mournful look 
Around the room, and ſigh'd before he ſpoke :) 
Beneath the weight of threeſcore years I bend, 
And, worn with cares, am haſtning to my end; 
How I have liv'd, alas! you know too well, 
In worldly follics. which I bluſh to tell; 


Eut gracious heav'n has op'd my eyes at laſt, 


With due regret I view my vices paſt, 

And, as the precept of the Church decrees, 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eaſe. 

But ſince by counſel all things ſhould be done, 
And many heads are u iſer ſtill than one; 
Chuſe you for me, who beſt ſhall be content 


©, When my deſire's approv'd by your conſent. 


One cuution yet is necdful to be told, 
To guide our choice; this wite muſt not be old: 
Ihcre goes a ſaying, and 'tuas ſhicudly taid, 
Old fiſh at table, but young ficſh in bed. 
My foul abhors the taſteleſs, dry embrace 
Of a ſtale virgin with a winter face: 
In that cold ſeaſon Love but treats his gneſt 
With bean- ſtraw, and tough forage at the beſt. 
No crafty widows ſhall approach my bed; 


Thoſe are too wiſe for bachelors to wed; » 


As ſubtle clerks by many ſchools are made, 
Twice-marry d dames are miſtreſſes o ch trade: 
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But young and tender virgins, rul'd with eaſe, 
We form like wax, and mould them as we pleaſe, 
Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my ſenſe amiſs; 
"Tis what concerns my ſoul's eternal bliſs; 
Since if I found no pleafure in my ſpouſe, | 
As fleſh is frail, and who (God help me) knows? 
Then ſhould I live in lewd adultery, 
And ſink downright to Satan when I die. 
O were I curs'd with an unfruitful bed, 
The righteous end were loſt, for which I wed; 
To raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the pow rs above, 
And not for pleaſure only, or for love. 
Think not I doat; 'tis time to take a wife, 
When vig rous blood forbids a chaſter life: 
Thoſe that are bleſt with ſtore of grace divine, 
May live like ſaints, by heav'n's conſent and mine. 
And ſince I ſpeak of wedlock, let me ſay, 
(As, thank my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may) 4 
My limbs are active, ſtill I'm found at heart, 
And a new vigour ſprings in ev'ry part. 
Think not my vigour loſt, tho' time has ſhed 
Theſe rev rend honoucs on my hoary head; 
Thus trees are crown'd with bloſſoms white as ſnow, 
The vital ſap then riſing from below: | 
Old as I am, my luſty limbs appear 
Like winter greens, that flouriſh all the year. 
Now, Sirs, you know to what I ſtand inclin'd, 
Let ev'ry friend with freedom ſpeak his mind. 
He faid; the reſt in different parts divide; 
The knotty point was urg'd on either ſide: 
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Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim'd, 


Some prais d with wit, and ſome with rcaſon blam'd. 


Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wondrous poſitive, and wondrous wiſe, 
There fel! between his brothers a debate, 
Placebo this was call'd, and Juſtin that. 

Firſt to the Knight Placcbo thus begun, 
(Mild were his looks, and pleaſing was his tone) 
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appcars, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with 1 
Yet you purſue ſage Solomons advice, 

To work by counſel when affairs are nice : 
But, with the wiſeman's leave, I mult proteſt, 
So may my ſoul arrive at caſe and reſt | 
As ſtill 1 hold your bold advice tbe beſt. 

Sir, I have liv'd a Courticr all my days, 

And ſtudy'd men, their manners, and their ways; 
And have obſerv'd this uſeful maxim till, 

To let my betters always. have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm'd that black was white, 
My word was this, your honour's in the right. 
Th' aſſuming Wit, who deems himiclf fo wiſe, 
As his miſtaken patron to adviſe, | 
Let him not dare to vent his dang'rous thought, 
A noble fool was never in a fault. | 
This, Sir, affetts not you, whoſe ev'ry word 

Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a Lord: 
Your will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 
Pleaſing to God, and ſhould be fo to Man; | 
At leaſt, your courage, all the world muſt praiſe, 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 
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Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 
And let grey fools be indolently good, 
Who, palt all pleafure, damn the joys of ſenſe, 
With rev rend dullneſs and grave impotence. 
Juſtin, who ſilent fat, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a Pniloſophic frown, began. 
A heathen author of the firſt degree, 
(Who, tho not faith, had fenſe as well as we) 
| Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt 
To thoſe of gen rous principles, and juſt. 
The venture s greater, I Il preſume to ſay, 
To give your perſon, than your goods away: 
And therefore, Sir, as vou regard your reſt, 
Firſt learn your ladies qualities, at leaſt : 
Whether ſhe s chaſte or rampant, proud or civil; 
Meck as a faint, or haughty as the devil; 
Whether an caſy, fond, familiar fool, 
Or ſuch a wit as no man e er can rule. | 
Tis true, perfection none muſt hope to find 
In all this wocld, much leſs in woman-kiad; 
But if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, 
Bleſs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a friend, 
Who knows too well the ſtate you thus commend; 
And, ſpight of all his praiſes, muſt declare, 
All he can find is bondage, coſt, and care. 
Heav'n k 10ws, | ſhed full many a private tear, 
And ſigh in filence, leſt the world ſhould hear: 
While all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 
And twear no mortai's happier in a wife; 
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Demure and chaſte as any veſtal nun, 
The meekeſt creature that beholds the ſun! 
But, by th' immortal pow'rs, I feel the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 
Do what you liſt, for me; you mult be ſage, 
And cautious ſure; for wiſdom is in Age: 
But at theſe years, to venture on the fair! 
By him, who made the ocean, earth, and air, 
To pleaſe a wife, when her occaſions call, 
Would buſy the moſt vig'rous of us all. 
And truſt me, Sir, the chaſteſt you can chuſe 
Will aſk obſervance, and exact her dues. 
If what | ſpeak my noble lord offend, 
My tedious ſermon here is at an end. 
Ti well, tis wond'rous well, the Knight replies, 
Moſt worthy kinſman, faith you're mighty wiſe! 
We, Sirs, are fools; and muſt reſign the cauſe 
To heath'niſh Authors, proverbs, and old faws. | 
He ſpoke with ſcorn, and turn'd another way :> | 
What does my friend, my dear Placebo fay ? | 
I fay, quoth he, by heav'n the man's to blame, 
To ſlander wives, and wedlock's holy name. 
At this the council roſe, without de lay; 
Fach, in his own opinion, went his way; 
With full conſent, that, all diſputes appeas d, | 
The Knight ſhould marry, when, and where he pleas'd. 
Who now but January exults with joy? = 
The charms of wedlock all his foul employ : 
Each nymph by turns his wav'ring mind poſſeſt, 
And reign'd the ſhort-liv'd tyrant of his breaſt; 


And each bright image wander'd o'er his heart, 


But every charm revolv d within his mind: 
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Whilſt fancy pictur'd every lively part, 


Thus, in ſome public Forum fix d on high, 

A mirror ſhows the figures moving by; 

Still one by one, in ſwitt ſucceſſion, paſs 

The gliding ſhadows o'er the poliſh'd glaſs. 

This lady's charms the niceſt could not blame, 
But vile ſuſpicions had aſpers d her fame: 

That was with ſenſe, but not with virtue, bleſt : 
And one had grace, that wanted all the reſt. 
Thus doubting long what nymph he ſhould obey, 
He fix'd at laſt upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 


Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 
Her eaſy motion, her attractive air, 
Her ſweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 
Her moving ſoftneſs, and majeſtic grace. 
Much in his prudence did our Knight rejoice, 


And thought no mortal could diſpute his choice: 


Once more in haſte he ſummon d every friend, 


And told them all, their pains were at an end. 
Heaven, that (ſaid he) inſpir'd me firſt to wed, 


Provides a conſort worthy of my bed : 


| | Let none oppoſe th' cleftion, ſince on this 


Depends my quict, and my future bliſs. 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 

Young, beauteous, artleſs, innocent, and wiſe: 

Chaſte, tho” not rich; and tho not nobly born, 

Of honeſt parents, and may ſerve my turn. 
Vor. II. ** 
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Her will ] wed, if zracicus hcaven fo pleat. ; 
To pats my age in ſanctity and caie ; 

And thank the powers, 1 may poſicis alone 
The lovely prize, and ſhare my blits uitl. rone ! 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 
My joys are full, my happineſs is ture. 

One only doubt remains; Full oft I've heard, 
By caſuiſts grave, and deep divines averr'd: 
hat *tis too much. for human race to know 
The bliſs of heaven above, and earth below. 
Now ſhould the nuptial pleaſures prove ſo great, 
To match the blcſlings of the future ſtate, 

Thoſe endleſs joys were ill exchang d tor theſe; 
'] i.cn clear this doubt, and fct my mind at caſe. 

This juſtin heard, nor could his ſpleen contreul; 
Touch'd to the quick, ard tickld at the foul. 
Sir Knight, he cry d, if this Le all your dread, 
Ljcaven put it paſt your doubt, whene'er you wed ;; 
nd to my fervent prayers ſo far conſent, | 
That cer the rites are o er, you may repent ! 
Good heaven, no Coul-t, the nuptial ſtate approves, 
Since it chaſtiſes ill what beſt it loves. 

*Liicn be not, Sir, 2) ardon'd to deſpair ; 

Scck, and perhaps youll find amorg the fair, 

nc that n.ay do your buſlincts to à hair; 

Not even in with, your heppinefs delay, 

Tut piove the ſcourge to laſh you on vour wiy 2 
hen to the ſkics your mour ting tou! (Hail go, 

Saut as zn arrow ſoaring trem the Luw ! 

Pride tl, Yau moet e our jov, 


Nerz zur rKkalurts hen mig t employ, 


JANUARY AND MAY 2932 40 


Let reaſon s rule your ſtrong deſires abate, 
Nor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mate. 
Old wives there are, of Judgment moit acute, 
Who folve theſe queſtioas beyond all ditpuics 
Con ſult with thoſe, and be of better char; 
Marry, do penance, and dim your fear. 

So faid, they roſe, nor more the work delay'd; 
The match was offer d, the propoſals made. 
The parents you may think would ſoon comply; 
The Old have interc{t ever in their eye. 
Nor uus it hard to move the Lady's mind; 
When fortune favours, ſtiil the Fair are kind. 

I paſs each previous {tticment and deed, 
Too long for me to write, or you to read; 
Nor will with quaint impertinence dupa 

The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array, 

Ihe time approach d, to Church the parties went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent: 
Forth came the Prieſt, and bade th obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life: 
Then pray d the powers the fruitful bed to bletG, 
And made all fure enough with holincis. 

And now the palace-gites are open'd wide, 
The gueits appear in order, fide by fide, 
And plac'din ſtate, the bridegroom and the bride. 
The t»eathing flute s ſoft notes are heard around, 
And the ſhrill trumpets mix their filver ſound; 


The vaulted roofs with echoing muſic ring, ſſtring. 


Theſe touch the vocal ſtops, and thoſe the trembling 
Not thus Amphion tun'd the warbling lyre, 
Nor Joab the ſounding clarion could inipire, 


/ 
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Nor fierce Theodamas, whoſe ſprightly ſtrain 


Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, and fire the martial train, 


And danc'd around, and ſmil'd on every knight; 


Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 
(So poets ſling) was preſent on the place: 
And lovely Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 
Shook high her flaming torch in open ſight, 


Pleas'd her beſt ſerrant would his courage try, 
No leſs in wedlock, than in liberty. 

Full many an age old Hymen had not ſpy'd 

So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride. 
Ye bards ! renown'd among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong ; 
Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſplay 
The matchlcfs glories of this bliſsful day: 
The joys are ſuch, as far tranſcend your rage, 
When tender youth has wedded ſtooping age. 


The beauteous dame fat ſmiling at the board, 


And darted amorous glances at her lord. 


Not Ileſter's £17, whoſe charms the Hebrews ſing, 


E'er look'd fo lovely on her Perſian King: 
Bright as tbe riſing ſun in ſummer's day, 
And fieſh and blooming as the month of May! 
The joyful knight ſurvey'd her by his fide, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride: 
Still as his mind revolv'd with vaſt delight 


Th' entrancing raptures of th' approaching night, 


| Reſtleſs he ſat, invoking every power 
To ſpeed Eis bleſs, and haite the happy hour. 
Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, 


And ſongs were ſung, and flowing bowls went round. 


» 
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With odorous ſpices they perfum'd the place, 

And mirth and vigour ſhone in every face. 
Damian alone of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midſt of triumphs. Ggh'd for pain; 

Damian alone, the kaight 5 ohſequious ſquire, 

Conſum'd at heart, and id à ſecret fire. 

His lovely miſtreſs all his ſoul poſleid, 

He look'd, he lacguith d and could take no reſt: 

His taſk perform d he fadly went his way, 

Fell on his bed, and loath d the light of day. 


There let him lie; till his relenting cb me 


Weep in her tun, and waſte in equal flame. 

The weary fun, as lcarned Ports Write, 
Forſook the Horizon, and roll'd down the light; 
While glittering ſtars his abſent beams ſupply, 
And night s dark mantle overipread the (ky. 
Then roſe the gueſts and as the time requir d, 
Each paid his hanks, and decently retic'd. 

The for once gone, our Knight prepar'd t undreſs, 
89 keen he was, and eager to pole: 

But firtt thought fit th' afſitance to receive, 
Which grave Phyſicians felupic not to pics 
Satyrioa near, with hot Lringo's ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fire the Lizy bot, 

Whoſe uſe old bards dcefviibe in vious times, 
And Critics karn'd explain'd to move; times, 

By this the tacets were ſſrcad, the ble vadre Rd 
The room was ſprink ld, and the bed whois bf 5 d. 
What next enſu'd beſcems nat me to =; | 
"Tis ſang, he labour'd till the Qt 123 Ca 
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Then briſkly ſprung from bed, with heart ſo light," 
As all were nothing he had done by night; 
And ſip'd his cordial as he fat upright. 

He kiſs'd his balmy ſpouſe with wanton play, 
And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay : 

Then on the couch his weary limbs he caſt ; 

For every labour muſt have reſt at laft. 

But anxious cares the penſive ſquire oppreſt, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt; 
The raging flames that in his boſom dwell, 

He wanted art to hide, and means to tell. 

Yet hoping time th' occaſion might betray, 
Compos'd a ſonnet to the lovely May; 

Which writ and folded with the niceſt art, 

He wrapp'd in ſilk, and laid upon his heart. 
When now the fourth revolving day was N 
("Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the ſun) 


Forth from her chamber came the beautcons bride; 


The good old knight mov'd flowly by her ſide. 
High maſs; was ſung they feaſted in the hall; 
The ſervants rourd flood ready at their call. 
The ſquire alone was abſent from the board, 
Ard much his ſickneſs griev'd his worthy lord, 
Who pray'd hi, ſpouſe, attended with her train, 
To viit Damian, and divert his pain. 

Th' obliging dames obey'd with one conſent; 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, 

And cloſe beſide him fat the gentle May: 
Where, as the try'd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew 
A hcaving ſizh, and caſt a mouraſul vicw ! 
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Then gave his bill, and brib'd the powers divine, 
With ſecret vows, to favour his deſign. 

Who ſtudics now but diſcontented May? 

On her ſoft couch uneilily ſhe lay: 

The lumpiſh huſband fnoc'd away the night, 
Till coughs awak'd him ne'cr the morning light. 
What then he did, I'll not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in heaven, or hell: 
Hoaeſt and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 

Till the bell toli'd, and all aroſe to pray. 

Were it by forceful deſtiny decrced, 

Or did from chan:e, or nature's power proceed; 
Or that ſome ſtir, with aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its frletft influence from above; 
Waiaterer was the cauſe, the tender dame 

Felt the firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receir'd th' impreſſions of the love- ick ſquire, 
Anal wait: in the foit inictious fice. - 

Le fair, draw near, let May's example move 
Your gentle miads to pity thoſe who love! 
Had ſome fierce tyrant in her fead been found, 
The poor elorer fare had hang'd or drown'd ; 
But ths, vour ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 
Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale: Some ſages have detin'd 
Pleaſare the ſovereign bliſs of humankind : | 
Our Knight (who ſtudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe) 
| Deriv'd his high philoſophy from tlioſe; 

For, like a prince, he bore the vaſt expence 
Of laviſh pomp, and proud magnificence ; 
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His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay, | 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His ſpacious garden made to yicld to none, 

Was compaſs'd round with walls of ſolid ſtone; 

Priapus could not half deſcrihe the grace 

(Tho' God of gardens) of this charming place: 

A place to tire the rambling wits of France 

In long deſcriptions. and exceed Romance ; 

Enough to ſhame the gentleſt bard that fings 

Of puinted meadous, and of purling frings. 
Full in the centre of the flowery ground, 

A ceyſtal fountain ſpread its firearms around, 


The fruitful banks with verdant laurcls crown d: 


About this ſpring (if ancient fame ſay true) 


Ihe dapper Elves their moon-light ſports purſues 


Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 
In circling dances gambol'd on the green, 
White tuncful frites a merry concert made, 
And airy muſic uarhled thro the ſhade. 
Iither the noble knight would oft repair, 
(Ilis dene of pleature, an peculiar care) 
Tor this he held it dear, and alaays Lore 
"The filver key that lock'd the garden-dhor. 
To this fixeet plare in ſummer's ſultry heut, 
He us d from noiſc and bufineſs to retreat; 
And here in dalliance ſpend the live-long day, 
Sclas cum h, with his ſprightly May. 
For Mu hate cr work was undiſcharg'd a-bed, 
The duteous knight in this fair garden fred. 
But ah! what mortal lives of bleſs tecure ? 
How ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys endure? 
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| © Fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 
But faithleſs ſtill, and wavering as the wind! 
O painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat, 
With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! 
This rich, this amorous, venerable knight, 
Amidſt his caſe, his folace, and delight, 
Struck blind by thee, reſigns his days to grief, 
And calls on death, the wretch's laſt relief. 
The rage of jealouſy then ſeiz d his ming, 
For much he fear d the faith of woman-kind. 
His wife not ſuſfer d from his ſide to ſtray, 
| Was captive kept, he watch'd her night and day, > 
| Adridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her ſway. : 
Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, 
And ſigh d full oft; but ſigh'd and wept in vain: 
She look'd on Damian with a lover's eye, | 
For oh! 'twas fix'd; ſh: mult poſſeſs or die! 
Nor leſs i npatience vex d her amorous ſquire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with deſire. 
Watch'd as the was, yet could not he refrain 
By fecret writing to diſcloſe his pain: 
The dame by ſigns reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were conſcious wha: cach other meant. 
Ah, gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, 
| Tho' they could fee as far as ſhips can fail? 
| Tis better, ſure, when blind, deceiv'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can ſee! | 
Argus himſclf, ſo cautious and fo wiſe, 
Was over-watch'd. for all his hundred eyes: 
So many an honeſt huſban1 may, tis known, 
Who, wikly, never thinks the caſe his own. 
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The dame at laſt, by diligence and care, 
Procur d the key ker knight was wont to Lear; 
She took the wards in wax before the fire, 
And gave th' impreſſion to the tiuſty, ſquire. 

By means of this tome wonder ſhall aj par, 
Which, in duc place and ſcaſon, you may h 

Well ſung ſwcet Ovid, in the days of yore, 
What flight is that, which lose will not explore? 
And Pyramus and 1 hiſbe pl-inly ſhow 
The feats true lovers, whcn tl.ey lift, can do: 
| Tho? watch'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, 
They found the art of kiſſing thro a wall. 

- Tut now no longer from our tale to ſtray; 

It happ'd, that once upon a ſummer s day, 
Our revercnd knight was urg'd to amorous play; 
Re rais d his ſpouſe ere Matin-bell was rung, 
And thus his morning-canticle he ſung. 

Awake, my love, diſcloſc thy radiant eyes; 
Ariſe, my wiſe, my bcautcous lady, nic! 
Hear how the doves with penſive notes complain, 
And in foft murmurs tell the tices thr pain; 
The winter's paſt; the clouds and tempeſts fly; 


The ſun adorns the felds, and brightcns all the ſky. 


Fair without ſpot, al oſe every charming puit 
My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart: 
Come, and in mutual plcaſures let's engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian ſtraight a ſign ſhe made, 
To haſte before; the gentle ſquiie obey d: 
Secret, and undeſcry'd, he took his way, 
And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an arbour lay. 
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It was not long ere January came, 
And hand in hand with him his lovely dame; 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He tura'd the key, and made the gate ſecure. 
Here let us walk, he faid. obſerv'd by none, 
| Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: 
So may my foul have joy, as thou, my wife, 
Art far the deareſt ſolace of my lite; 
| Aad rather wouid 1 chuſe, by heaven above, 
To die this iaftant, than to lofe thy love. 
R. ect what truth was in my paſſion ihewn, 
When unendod d | took the for my own, 
And ſought no treaiurc gut thy heart alone. 
Old as I am, and now depriv'd of fight, 
Whilſt thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, ( 
Nor age, nor blindacſs rob me of delight. 
Fach other loſs with paticnce I can bear, 
The lots of thee is what l oaly fear. 
Conſider then, my lady, and my wife, 
The ſolid comiocts of a virtu us lite. 
As ſirſt, the love of Chriſt himſelf you gain; 
Next your own honour undcfil d maintain; 
And 'altt;, that which ſure your mind muſt move, 
| My whole <itate thall gratify your love : | 
Make your own terms, and c'er to-morrow $ ſan 
Diſpl ys his light, by keaven it thall be done, 
I ſcal the contract with a holy kiſs, 
And will perform, by this --my d-ar, and this — 
| Have comfort ſporiſe, nor think thy Lord unkind; 
'Tis love, not jealowy, that fircs my -wiind, 
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For when thy charms my ſober thoughts engage, 

And join'd to them my own unequal age, 

From thy dear ſide I have no power to part, 

Such ſecret tranſports warm my melting heart. 

For who that once poſſeſs'd thoſe heavenly charms, 
Could live one moment abſent from thy arms ? 

| He ceas d; and May with modeſt grace reply'd; 


(Weak was her voice, as while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe cry'd;). 


Heaven knows (with that a tender ſigh ſhe drew) 

I] have a ſoul to fave as well as you; 

And, what no leſs you to my charge commend, 

My deareſt honour, will to death defend. 

To you in holy church I gave my hand, 

And join'd my heart in wedlock's ſacred band: 

Yet after this, if you diſtruſt my care, 

Then hear my lord, and witneſs what I ſwear : 
Firſt may the yawning earth her hoſom rend. 

And let me hence to hell alive deſcend; 

Or die the death I dread no leſs than hell, 

Sew'd ina ſack, and plung'd into a well; 

Etre I my fame by one lewd act diſgrace, 

Or once renounce the honour of my race. 

For know, Sir Knight, of gentlc blood I came, 

I loath a whore, and ſtartle at the name. 

But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 

And learn from thence their ladies to ſuſpect: 

Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me ? 

Theſe doubts and fears of female conſtancy ! 

This chime till rings in every lady's car, 

Inc only ſtrain a wife muſt hope to hear. 


) 
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Thus while ſhe ſpoke a ſidelong glance ſhe caſt, 
Where Damian kneeling, worſhip'd as ſhe paſt. 
She ſaw him watch the motions of her eye, 


And ſingled out a pear-tree planted nigh : 


"Twas charg d with fruit that made a goodly ſhow, 


And hung with dangling pears was every bouzh. 


Thither th' obſequious ſquire addreſs d his pace, 
And climbing, in the ſummit took his place; 


The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 


Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue. 
"Twas now the ſcaſon when the glorious ſun 
His heavenly progreſs thro' the Twins had run; 


And ſove, exalted, his mild influence yiglds, 


To glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields. 
Clear was the day, and Phocbus, riſing bright, 
Had ſtreak'd the azure firmament with light; 


He pierc'd the glittering clouds with golden ſtreams, 


And warm'd the womb of carth with genial beams. 


The Fairies ſported on the garden-ſide, 


It ſo befel, in that fair morning-tide, | 


And in the midſt their Monarch and his bride. 


$ featly tripp d the light-foot ladies round, 

The knights ſo nimbly o'er the greenſword bound, ( 

That ſcarce they bent the flowers, or touch d the 
ground. | 

The dances ended, all the fairy train 

For pinks and daiſies ſearch'd the flowery plain; 

While on a bank reclin'd of riſing green, 


Thus, with a frown, the King beſpoke his Queen, 
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'Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 
The treachery vou women uſe to man; 
A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 
A ſad experience leaves no room for doubt. 
Teaven reſt thy ſpirit, noble Solomon, 
A wiſer monarch never ſaw the ſun: 
All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 
Ot carthly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on ther! 
For ſagely haſt thou faid : Of all mankind, 
One only juſt, and righteous, hope to find : 
But ſhould thou ſearch the ſpacious world around, 
Yet the good woman is not to be found. 
- - » Thus ſays the King who knew your wickedneſs ; 
The ton of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. 
$5 may ſome wildfire on your bodies fall, 
Or ſome devouring plague conſume you all; 
As well you view the lcacher in the tree, 
And well this honourable Knight you ſee : 
But ſince he's blind and old (a helpleſs caſe) 
His Squire ſhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now by my own drcad majeſty I ſwear, 
And by this awful ſceptre which I bear, 
No impious wrcteh ſhall ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 
Unt in my preſence offers ſuch a wrong. 
I will this inſtant undeceive the Knight, 
And in che very act reſtore his fight : 
And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, 
A virmng tothe Ladies, and to you, 
Aud al the iuithicis ſex, for ever to be true. 
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And will you fo, reply'd the Queen, indeed? 
Now, by my mother s ſoul it is decrecd, 

She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need. 
For her, and for her daughters, I'il engage, 
And all the ſcx ia each ſucceeding age; 

Art ſhall be theirs to varniſh an offence, 

And fortify their crimes with confidence. 

Nay, vere they taken in a ſtrict embrace, 

Scen with both eyes, and pinion d on the place 
All they ſhail nccd is to proteſt and ſwear, 
Breathe a ſoſt ſigh, and drop a tender tear; 
Till their wiſe huſbands, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as gceſe. 

What tho' this ſlanderous Jew, this Solomon, 
Call'd women fools. and knew full many a * 
The wiſer wits of later times declare, N 
How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous women are: 
Witneſs the martyrs, who reſign'd their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcern'd in death; 
And witneſs next what Roman Authors tell, 
_ How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But ſince the ſacred leaves to all are free, 
And men interpret texts, why ſhould not we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, © 
That ſovercign goodneſs dwells in him alone | 
Who only ls, and is but only One. 
But grant the worſt; ſh ill women then be weigh'd 
By every word that Solomon has ſaid ? | 
What tho' this King (as ancient ſtory boaſts) 
| Built a fair Temple to the Lord of Hoſts; 
13 
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He ceas'd at laſt his Maker to adore, 
And did as much for Idol gods, or more. 
Beware what laviſh praiſes you confer 
On a rank leacher and idolater; | 
Whoſe reign indulgent God, ſays holy writ, 
Did but for David's righteous ſake permit; 
Lavid, the monarch after Heaven's own mind, 
Who lov'd our ſex, and honour'd all our kind. 
Well, I'm a woman, and as ſuch muſt ſpeak; 
Silence would ſwell me, and my heart would break. 
Know then, I ſcorn your dull authorities, | 
Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 
B heaven, thoſe authors are our ſex's foes, 
Wuom, in our right, I muſt, and will oppoſe. 
Nay (quoth the King) dear Madam, be not wroth : 
I yi. 'd it up; but ſince I gave my oath, 
That nis much-injur'd Knight again ſhould ſee; 
It muit be done — lam a King, faid he, 
Acd one, whoic faith has ever-ſacred teen. 
| and to has mine (the faid)—1 am a Queen: 
Her anſwer {he ſhall have, I undertake, 
And tlius an end of all diſpute 1 make. 
Try when you liſt; and you ſhall find, my Rs - 
It is doe in our ſcx to break our word. 
e leave them here in this heroic train, 
Dho to the knight our ſtory turns again; 
Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 
Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: 
This was his ſong; „Oh kind and conſtant be, 
* Conſtant and kind 1'U ever prove to thee.” 
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Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew 
By eaſy ſteps, to where the Pear-tree grew: 
The longing dame look'd up, and ſpy'd her Lore 
Full fairly perch'd among the boughs abore. 
She ſtopp'd, and fighinz : Oh good God. ſh: cry 4 
What pangs, what ſudden ſhoots di:tcad my fide ? 
O for that tempting fruit, fo freſh, ſo green; 
Help, for the love of heaven's immortal Queen! 
Help, deareſt lord, and fave at once the life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 

Sore ſigh'd the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
But could not climb, and had no ſervant nigh: 
Old as he was, and void of eye-ſight too, 
What could, alas! a helpleſs huſband do? 
And muſt I languiſh then, ſhe ſaid, and die, 
Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 
At laſt, kind Sir, for charity's tweet ſake, 
Vouchſafe the trunk between your arms to take; 
Then from your back I might aſcend the tree; 
Do yon but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 

With all my foul, he thus reply'd again, 

I'd ſpend my deareſt blood to calc thy pain. 
With that, his back againſt the trunk he bent, 
She ſeiz'd a twig, and up the tree the went. 
Noa prove your paticnce, gentle ladies ail ! 
Nor let on me your heavy anger fall: 
"Tis truth 1 tell, tho not in phraſe reſin d; 
Tho' blunt my tale, yet honeſt is my mind. 
What feats the Lady in the 'T ree might do, 
1 pa, & as | pes never L.nown to you; | 
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But fare it was a merrier fit, ſhe ſwore, 
Than in her life ſhe ever felt before. 


In that nice moment, lo! the wondering Knight 


Look d out, and ſtood reſtor d to ſudden ſight. 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
But when he ſaw his boſom-wife ſo dreſt, 

His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſt : 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted-{ky : 

He cry'd, he roar d, he ſtorm'd, he tore his hair; 
Death ! hell! and furies ! what doſt thou do there? 


What ails my Lord ? the trembling dame reply'd ; 


I thought your patience had been better try'd : 

Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur'd the blind ? 

Why was I taught to make my huſband ſee, 

By ſtruggling with a Man upon a Tree? 

Did I for this the power of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too 1 love! 1 
If this be ſtruggling, by this holy ligh 

"Tis ſtruggling with a vengeance (quoth 4. Knight) 

So heaven preſerve the ſight it has reſtor d, 

As with theſe eyes I plainly ſaw thee whor'd; 

Whor'd by my ſlave—perfidious wretch ! may hell 

As ſurely ſcize thee, as I ſaw too well. 

Guard me, good Angels ! cry'd the gentle May, 
Pray heaven, this magic work the proper way! 
Alas, my love! tis certain, could you ſee, 

You ne er had us'd theſe killing words to me: 
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$ help me, Fates, as tis no perſect ſight, 
But ſome faint glimmering of a doubtſul light. 
What I have ſaid (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 
For by the immortal powers it ſeem'd too plain 
) By all thoſe pow'rs, ſome frenzy ſeiz d your mind,) 
(Reply'd the dame) are theſe the thanks I find ? 5 
Wretch that I am, that I was e'er fo kind ! 
She ſaid; a riſing ſigh expreſs'd her woe, 
The ready tears apace began to flow, 
And as they fell, ſhe wipꝰd from either eye 
The drops, (for women when they liſt, can cry.) 
The Knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear d 
| | Signs of remorſe, while thus his ſpouſe he chear d; 
| Madam, tis paſt, and my ſhort anger o'er; 
Come down, and vex your tender hcart no more : 
Excuſe me, dcar, if aught amiſs was ſaid, 
For, on my ſoul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 


Let my repentance your forgivencſs draw, 
By heaven, I ſwore but what I thought I ſaw. 
Ah my lov'd lord! 'twas much unkind (the cry'd) 
On bare ſuſpicion thus to treat your bride. 
But till your ſight's eſtabliſn'd, for a while, 
yImperfett objects may your ſenſe beguile, | 
Thus when from fleep we firſt our eyes difplay, Y 
The balls are wounded with the piercing ray, | 
And duſky vapours riſe, and intercept the day. 
So juſt recovering from the ſhades of night, 
Your ſwimming eyes are drunk with fudden light, 9 
Strange phantoms dance around, and ſkim before 
your ſightz 
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Then, fir, be cautious, nor too rafily deem; 
Heaven knows how ſeldom things are what they ſeem 
Conſult you reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
"Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind : 
Jove ne'er ſpoke oracle more true than this, 
None judge ſo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 
With that ſhe leap'd into her Lord's ml race, 
With wel diſſembled virtue in her face. 
He hugg d her cloſe, and kiſs'd her o'er and o'er, 
Liſturb'd with doubhts and jcalouſcs ro more: 
Both, pleas'd and h leſs'd, rencu d their mutual vous, 
A fruitful wife, and a belicving ſpouſe. 
Thus ends our tale, whoſe moral next to make, 
Let all wiſe huſbands hence example take: 
And pray, to crown the picaſaore of thi lives, 
To be io well d. uded by their wives, 
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| REHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, 
| And hcar with reverence an experienc d wife ! 
To dear bought wiſdom give the credit due, 
And think for once a woman tells you true. 
n all theſe trials I have born a part, 
| was myſelf the ſcourge that caus'd the ſmart ; 
For, ſince fifteen, in triumph have 1 led | 
Tire captive Huſbands from the church to bed. 
Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the ſcripture ſays, 
And faw but one, tis thought, in all his days; 
\ Whence ſome infer, whoſe conſcience is too nice, 
Vo pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 
but let them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 
| The words addreſs'd to the Samaritan; 
Hire times in lawful wedlock ſhe was join'd ; 

And ſure the certain [tint was nc'er defin d. 
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& Increaſe and multiply,” was Heaven's command, 
And that's a text I ckarly undetſtar d. 

This too, ** Let men their fires and mothers leave, 
« and to their dearer vines for ever cleave.”? 
More wives than one by Solomon were try'd, 
Or elſe the wiicſt of mankind's bely'd 
I've bad myſelf many a merry fit: 

And truſt in heaven 1 may late many vet. 
For when my tranſitory ſpouſe, unkind, 

Shall die, and leave his woeſul wife bclind, 
I'll take the next good Chriſtian I can find. 

| Paul, knowing one could never ſerve our turn, 
Declar'd 'twas better for to wed than burn. 
There's danger in aſſcmbling fire and tow: 

I grant them that, and what it means, you know, 
The ſame Apoſtle too has elſevw here own'd, 
No precept for Virginity he ſound : 
»Tis but a counſel —and we women till 
Te which we like, the counſel, or our will. 
I envy not their bliis, if he or ſhe | 
Think fit to live in perfect chaſtity; 
Pure let them be, and free from tint or vice; 
I, for a few ſlizkt ſpots, im not fo nice. 
Heaven calls vs diff. ceni ways, on theſt beſtows 
One proper gift, auother 5r:4iis to thoſe ; 
Not every man's ed to {{Il his ſtore, 
And give up al! his ſubſtance to the poor; 
Such as are perfect, may, I can t deny; 
But, by your leaves, Di ins, fo am not J. 
Full many a Saint, ſince firſt the world began, 
Liv'd an unſpotted maid iu {ite of man: 
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Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, 


J. Tolye fo boldly as we women can: 
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Let ſuch (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 
And let us honeſt wires eat barley bread. 

For me, I'll keep the poſt aſſign'd by heaven, 
And uſe the copious talent it has given; 


And keep an <qual reck'ning every night: 
His proper body is not his, but mine; 
For ſo ſaid Paul, and Paul's a ſound divine. 
Know then, of thoſe ſive huſbands I have had, 
Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 
The three were old, but rich and fond beſide, 
And toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their bride : 
But ſince their wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 
The reſt, without much loſs, 1 could reſign. | 
Sure to be lov d, I took no pains to pleaſe, 
Yet had more Pleaſure far than they had Eaſe. 
Preſents flow d in apace : with ſhowers of gold, 
They made their court,” like Jupiter of old. 
If I but ſmil'd, a ſudden youth thy found, 
And a new palſy ſeiz d them when 1 frown'd. 
| Ye ſovereign wives! give ear, and underſtand, 
Thus ſhull ye ſpeak, and excerciſe command. 
For never was it given to mortal man, 


Forſwear the fact, tho ſcen with both his eyes, 
And call your maids to witneſs how he lies. | 

Hark, old Sir Paul! ('twas thus I us'd to ſay) 
Whence is our neighbour's wife ſo rich and gay ? 
Treated, careſs'd, where'er ſhe's pleas'd to roam 
I ft in tatters, and immur d at home. 
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Why to her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair? 
Art thou ſo amorous ? and is ſhe ſo fair? 
If I but ſee a couſin or a friend, | 
Lord ! how you ſwell and rage like any fiend! 
But you reel home a drunken beaſtly bear, 
Then preach till midnight in your eaſy chair; 
Cry, wives are falſe, and every woman evil, 
And give up all that's female to the devil. 

If poor (you ſay) ſhe drains her huſband's purſe; 
If rich, ſhe keeps her pricſt, or ſomething worſe; 
If highly born, intolerably vain, : 
Vapours and pride by turns poſſeſs her brain, 
Now gayly mad, now ſourly ſplenetic, 
Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's ſick. 
If fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, 
By preſſing youth attack'd on every ſide; 
If foul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 
Or elſe her wit ſome fool-gallant procures, 
Or elſe ſhe dances with becoming grace, 
Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. 
There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but ſoon or late, 
She finds ſome honeſt gander for her mate. 
| Horſes (thou fay'ſt) and aſſes men may try, 
And ring ſuſpected veſſels ere they buy: 
But wives, a random choice, untry'd they take, 
They dream in courtſhip, but in wedlock wake: 
Then, nor till then, the veil*s remov'd away, 
And all the woman glares in open day. 
Jou tell me, to preſerve your wife's good grace, 
Your eyes muſt always languiſh on my face, | 
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Your tongue with conſtant flatteries feed my ear, 
And tag each ſentence with, My life ! my dear! 
If by ſtrange chance, a modeſt bluih he rais'd, 
Be ſure my fine complexion muſt be prais'd. 
My garments always muſt be new and gay, 
And feaſts ſtill kept upon my wedding-day. 
Then muſt my nurſe be pleas d, and fav'rite maid; 
And endleſs treats, and endleſs viſits paid, 
To a long train of kindred, friends, allies ; 
All this thou ſfay*it and all thou fay *t are lies. 

On Jenkin too you caſt a ſquinting eye: 
What! can your prentice raiſe your jealouſy ? 


| Freſh are his ruddy cheeks, his forchead fair, 


And like the burniſh'd gold his curling hair. 
But clcar thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy ſorrow, 
I'd ſcorn your prentice, ſhould you dic to morrow. 
Why are thy cheſts all lock d? on- what deſign ? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treaſure mine ? 
Sir, I'm no fool; nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to yourſelf alone. 
One you ſhall quit, in ſpite of both your cyes 
I hecd, not I, the bolts, the locks, the ſpics, 
If you had wit, you'd ſay, ** Go where you will, 
Dear ſpouſe, I credit not the tales they tell: 
„ Take all the freedoms of a marricd lite: 
% I know thee for a virtuous, faithful wiſe.” 

Lord when you have enough, what need vou care 
| How merrily ſocver others farc? 
Tho all the day I give and take delight, 
Doubt not, ſufficicat will be leit at night. 

Vet. I. -. "W- 
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"Tis but a juſt and rational deſire, 
To light a taper at a ncighbour's fire. 

There's danger too, you tl ink, in rich array, 
And none can long be modelt that are gay. 
The Cat, if you but ſinge her tallby (kin, 
The Chimncy keeps, and ſits content within; 
But once grown flcek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the fun; 
She licks her fair round face, and friſks abroad, 
To ſhew her fur and to be caterwaw d. 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my deſires 
Theie three right ancient venerable fires. 
told them, thus you ſay, and thus you do, 
I told them falſe, but Jenkin ſwore tas true. 
I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 
And firſt complain'd, whene'er the guiit was mine, 
tand them oft with wenching and amours, | 
When their weak legs ſcarce dragg d em out of doors; 
Ard ſwore the rambles that I took by night, 
Were all to ſpy what damſels they bedight. 
hat colour brought me many hours ot mirth; 
For ali this wit is given us from our birth. 
Feaven gate to women the peculiar grace 
To ſpin, to weep, and cuily human race 
By tl:is nice conduct, and this prudent courſe, 
By murmuring, wheedling, ſtratagem, and torce, 
I ſtill prevail d, and would Le in the right, | 
O curtain lectures made a r.ſtleſs n ght. 
]. once my hutband's arm was o'cr my fide, 
Nhat! fo ſamiliar with your ſpouic! I cry'd: 
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T levied firſt a taſł upon his need; 

Then let him — twas a nicely indeed! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our ſex is to be told, 


Wirn empty hands no taſſels you can lure, 


But fulſome love for gain we can endure ; 

For gold we love the impotent and old, 

And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling for gold. 
Yet with embraces, curſes oft 1 mix d, 

Then kiſs'd again, and chid, and rail d betwixt. 
Well, I may make my will ia peace, and die, 

For not one word in man's arrcars am I, 

To drop a dear diſpute I was unable, 

Even tho? the Pope him{ſ{clf had fat at table. 

But when my point was gain'd, then thus I ſpoke, 
« Billy, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you look? | 
Approach, my ſpouſe, and let me kiſs thy check ; 
« Thou ſhouldſt be always thus, reſign'd and meek! 
Of ſob's great patience ſince fo oft you preach, 
Well ſhould you practice, who fo well can teach. 
« *Tis difficult to do, I muſt allow, 

© But 1, my deareſt, will inſtru you how. 

great is the bleſſing of a prudent wife, 

© Who puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife. | 
% One of us two muſt rule, and one obeyz; © 
And ſince in man right reaſon bears the ſway, ; 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. | 
« "The wives of all my family have ruPd 

Their tender huſbands, and their paſſions cool d. 
„ Fy, 'tis unmanly thus to ſigh and groan; 
What! would you have me to yourſelf alone? 
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« Why take me, Love! take all and every part! 
% Here's your revenge! you love it at your heart. 
„Would 1 vouchſafe to ſell what nature gave, 
4 vou little think what cuſtom I could have. 


* But ſce! 'm all your own—nay hold—for ſhame! 
«* What means my dear — indeed —you are to blame.” 


Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my life; 

A very woman, and a very wife. 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I could raiſe, 
Procur'd young huſbands in my riper days. | 
Tho paſt my bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 

Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a pic. 
In country dances ſtill I bore the bell, 
And ſung as ſweet as evening Philomel. 
To clear my quail-pipe, and reſreſh my ſoul, 
Full oft I drain'd the ſpicy nut-vrown bowl; 


Rich luſcious wines, that youthful blood improve, 


And warm the twelling veins to feats of love: 
For tis as ſure, as cold engenders hail, 
A liquorith mouth muſt have a lecherous tail; 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 
As all true gameſters by experience know. 

Put oh, good Gods! whene'er a thought I caſt 
On all thc joys of youth and beauty paſt, 
To find in pleaſures I have had my part, 

till warms me to the bottom of my heart, 

Thy wicked world was once my dear delights 
Now all my conqueſts, all my charms good night ! 
The flour conſum'd, the beſt that now I can, 
Is een to make my market of the Lran, 
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My fourth dear ſpouſe was not excceding true; 
He kept, *twas thought, a private Miſs or two: 
But all that ſcore I paid—as how? you'll ſay, 
Not with my body, in a filthy way: 

But I fo dreſs d, and danc'd, and drank, and din d; 
And view'd a friend, with cyes fo very kind, 
As ſtung his heart, and mude his marrow fry, 
With burning rage, and frantic jcalouſy. 

His ſoul, I hope, enjoys eternas glory, 

For here on earth I was his Puczatory, 

Oft, when his hoe the moſt ſeverely wrong, 
He put on carelcts airs, and fat and jung. 


| How fore I gall'd him, only heaven could know, 
And he that felt, and | that caus'd the une. | 


He dy'd, when laſt from pilgrimage J came, 
With other goſſips from [cruſalem ; 

And now lics buried uaderneath a Rocd, 
Fair to be ſcen, and rear'd of honeſt wood. 


A tomb indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac d, 


Tian that Mauiblus' pious widow plac'd, 

Or where enthcin d the great Darius ly; 

But colt on graves is meicly thrown away, 

The pit fill'd up, with turt we cover  o er; 

So bleſs d the good man s foul, I fie no more. 
Now for my ti:th lov d Lord, the lat and belt; 

(Kind heaven atiord him everlaiting reſt) 

Full hearty was his love, and I can (tow 

The tokens on my ribs in black and blue; 

Yet, with a knack, my hcart he could have won, 

While yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the Louc. 
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How quaint an appetite in woman reigns! 
Free gifts we ſcorn, and love what cofts us pains ; 
Let men avoid us, and on them we leap ; | 
A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. 

In pure good-will I took this jovial ſpark, 
Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious clerk. 
He boarded with a widow in the town, 
A truſty goſſip, one dame Aliſon. 
Full well the ſecrets of my foul ſhe knew, 
Better than e er our purith Prieſt could do. 
To her I told u hatever could befall: 
Had but my huſband pits'd ↄgaiaſt the wail, 
Or done a thing that mighit have colt his life, 
She—and my nicce— and one more vorthy wiſe, 
Had known it all: what moſt he u ou, conceal, 
To theſe I made no {cruple to reveal. 
Oft has he bluih'd from car to car for ſhame, 
That e er he told a fecret to his dame. 

It fo befct, in holy time of Lent, 
That oft a day I to this goſſip wer:t ; 
(My huſband, thank my ſſtars, uus out of town) 
From houſe to houte we rambicd up and down, 
This clerk, myic!f, and my good ncighihour Alſe, 
To fee, be fern, to tell, and gather tales. 
Viſits to cvery Church we daily paid, 
And march *d in every holy Maiqucrade, 
The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept; 
Not much we faſted, but ſcarce cver ſlept. 
At ſermons too I ſhone in ſcarlet gay; 
The waſting moth ne'er ſpoil'd my beſt array; 
The cauſe was tl. is, I wore it every day. 
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Twas when freſh May her early bloffoms yields, 
This clerk and I were walking in the fields. 
We grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, 
I pawn'd my honour, and engag'd my vow, 
If e'er 1 laid my huſband in bis urn, 
That he, and only he, ſhould terre my turn. 
We trait {truck hands, the bargain was agreed; 
I {till have ſhiſts againſt a time of neck : 
'Cae moaſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 
Can acver be a mouſe of any ſow. 
I vow'd, I ſcarce could ficep fince firſt I knew him, 
Aad dueſt be ſworn he had bewitch'd me to him; 
If c'er 1 llept, I dream'd of him alone, 
And dreams forctell, as learned men have ſhown. 
All this 1 faid 5 but dreams, firs I had none: 
I 7ollow?d but my crafty crony's love, 
Who bid me tell this lye —and twenty more, 

Thus dey by day, and moi by month we paſt; 
It pleas d the Lord to take my ſpoulc at luſt. 
tore mi gown, I HP my loves with dult, 
And beat my breuaſts, as wretched widows — mult, 
Betore my ſace my handkerchict 1 tpreadl, 
To hide the find of tears 1 did —not fted. 
The good man's cou to the Clurc'r was born; 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too motirn, 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd a pair 
Of legs and fcet, fo clean, fo ſtrong, ſo fair! 
Of twenty winters age he ſeem'd to be; 
I {to ſay truth) was twenty more than he; 
But vigorous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; 


And had a wond'rous gift to quench a flame. 
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A Conjurer once, that deeply could divine, 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my ſign. 

As the ſtars order d, ſuch my life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was fin! 

Fair Venus gave me fire and ſprightly grace, 
And Mars aſſurance, and a dauntleſs face. 
By virtue of this powerful conſtellation, 

I follow'd always my own inclination. 

But to my tale: A month icarce paſs'd away, 
With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial day. 
All I poſſeſs'd 1 gave to his command, 

My goods and chattels, money, houte and land: 
Put oft repented, and repent it till; 

He prov'd a rebel to my ſovereign wil: 

Kay once, by Heaven he ſtruct me on the face; 
Hear but the f. ct, and judge yorriclves the caſe. 

Stuhbora as any Lionels was 1; 

And knew full well to rait my voice on hizh; 
As true a racabier as | was beiore, 

And would be io, in ipitc ot all he ate. 
He, againſt this right ſagely would adriie, 
And old examples ict before my eyes, 
Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 
Of Gracchus' mother and Yuilius' wife ; 

And cloie the fermon, as beſcem'd his wit, 
With ſome grave ſentence out of Holy Writ. 
Oft would he fay, who builds his houſe on finds, 
Pricks his blind horſe a-croſs the fallow lands, 
Or lets his wife abroad with pilzrims roam, 
Dekives a fool's cap and long cars at home. 
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All this avail'd not, for whoe'cr he be 5 
That tells my faults, I hate him mortally: 
And fo do numbers more, I'll boldly ſay, 
Men, women, clergy, regular, and lay. 


My ſpouſe, (who was, you know, to learning bred) _ 


A certain Treatiſe oft at evening read, 

Where divers Authors (whom the devil confound 
For all their lies) were in one yolume bound, 
Valcrius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 
Chryſippus and Tertullian, Ovid's art, 

Solomon's Proverbs, Eloiſa's Loves; 

And many more than ſuce the Church approves. 
More legends were there here, of wicked wives, 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saints-lives. 
Who drew the Lion vanquim'd? "Twas a Man. 
But could we women write as ſcholars can, 
Men ſhould ſtand mark d with far more wickedneſs, 
Than all the ſons of Adam could redrcts. 

Love ſeldom haunts the breaſt where Learniag lies, 
And Venus ſects e er Mercury can rife. 

Thoſe play the ſcholars, who can't play the men, 
And ufc that weapon which they have, their pen; 
When old, and paſt the rcliſh of delight, 

Then down they fit, and in their dotage write, 
That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 
(This by the way, but to my purpoſe now.) 

It chanc'd my huſband, on a wiater's night, 
Read in this book, aloud, with ſtrange delight 
How the firſt female (as the Scriptures ſhow) 

- Brought her own ſpouſe, and all his race to woe. 
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How Samſon fell; „ he whom Deja nire 
Wrap'd in th' endend de ſhirt, and ict on fire. 
how curſt Eryphile her fora hetray'd, 
And tic dire ambuih Clytetruneſtra laid. 
But what molt plcas'd him, was the Cretan Dame, 
And Hulband-Lull—oh monſtruus, tie for ame! 
He had by heart the whole adctail of woe 
Xantippe made her good man under go; 
How oft the ſcoided in a dar, he knew, 
How many pii>-pors on the ſage ſhe threw ; 
Who took it patiently, aud wip'd Eis head; 
„Rain follows thunder, that was all he ſaid. 
He read, how Arius to Lis friend complain d, 
A fatal I'rce was growing in lis land, 
On which thrce wives ſucceſlively had twin d 
A ſliding nooſe, and wavcr'd in the wind. 


Where grows this plant (repiy'd the friend) oh where? 


For better fruit did never orchard bear. 
Give me ſome flip of this moſt blitsful tree, 
And in my garden planted ſhall it be. 

Then how two wives tlicir lord's de ſtruction prove, 
Thro' hatred one, and one thro' too much lore; 
That for her kuſband mix'd a poiſonous dreught, 
And this for luſt an amorous philtre bought: 
The nimble juice ſoon ſciz d his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 

How ſome with ſwords their ſlceping lords have lain, 
And tome have hammer'd nails into their brain, 
And ſome hare drench'd them with a deadly potion; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 
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Long time I heard, and ſwell'd., and bluſh'd, and frown'd; 
But when no end of the vile tales I found, 

When ſtill he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
And half the night was thus conſum'd in vain; 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 
And with one built fell'd him on the floor. 

With that my huſband in a fury roſe, 

And down he ſettled me with hearty blows. 

I groan'd, and lay ex ended on my fide; 

Oh! thou haſt ſlain me for my wealth, (I cry'd) 
Yet I forgive thee—take my laſt em. ace — 


He wept, kind foul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my face; 


I took him ſuch a box as turn'd him blue, 

Then figh'd and cry d, Adicu, my dear, adicu ! 
But after many a hearty ſtruggle paſt, 

condeſcended to be pleas d at liſt. 

Soon as he ſaid, My miſtreſs and my wife, 

Do what you liſt, the term of all your life: 

I took to heart the merits of the cauſe, 

And ſtood content to rule by wholcſome laws; 


| Receiv d the reins of abſolute command, | 
With all the government of houſe and land, 


And empire o er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 

As for the volume that revil'd the dames, 
"Twas torn to fragments, and condemn'd to flames. 
Now heaven on all my huſbands gone, beſtow 
Pleaſures above, for tortures felt below: | 
That reſt they with d for, grant them in the grave, 
And bleſs thuie ſouls my conduct help'd to fare! 
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_ OEDIPUS King of Thebes having by miſtake ſlain 
his father Laius, and marricd his mother Jocaſta; put 
out his own eyes, and reſign'd the realm to his ſons, 
| Ftheocles and Polynices. Being neglected by them, he 
makes his prayer to the fury Tiſiphone, to ſow debate 
betwixt the brothers. They agree at laſt to reign ſing- 
Ih. each a year by turns, and the fi:{t lot is obtain'd by 
| Etheocles. Jupiter, in a council of the Gods, declares his 
nſolution of puniſhing the Thebans, and Argives alſo, 
by means of a matriage betwixt Polynices and one of 
Vor. II. n D 
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the daughters of Adraſtus king of Argos. Juno oppoſes, 
but to no effet; and Mercury is ſent on a meflage to 
the ſhades, to the ghoſt of Laius, who is to appear to 
Etheocles and provoke him to break the agreement. Po- 
lvnices in the mean time departs from Thebes by night, 
is overtaken by a ſtorm, and arrives at Argos; where 
he mects with Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, hav- 
ing killed his brother. Adraſtus entertains them, having 
received an oracle from Apollo, that his daughters 
ſhould be marricd to a Boar and a Lion, which he un- 
derſtands to be meant of theſe ſtrangers, by whom the 
hidcs of thaſe beaſts were worn, and who arrived at 
the time when he kept an annual feaſt in honour of 
that God. The riſe of this ſolemnity he relates to his 
gueſts, the loves of Phocbus and Pſamathe, and the 
ſtory of Choracbus. He enquires, and is made acquaint- 
ed with their deſcent and quality: The facrifice is re- 
newed, and the book concludes with an hymn to 
Apollo. | Tk 

The Tranſlator hopes he needs not apologize for his 
ehoice of this piece, which was made almoſt in his Child- 
kood. But finding the Verſion better than he expelled, be 
gave it ſome Correttion a few years afterwards. 


PFRATERNAL rage, the guilty Thebes alarms, 
Th' alternate rcign deſtroy*d by impious arms, 

Demand our ſong; a ſacred fury fires | 

My raviih*d breaſt, and all the muſe infpires. 

Q Gollefs, fay, ſhall I deduce my rhimes 
F:om the dire nation in its early times, 
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Furopa's rape, Agenor's ſtern decree, 
And Cadmus ſearching round the ſpacious ſea ? 
How with the ſerpent's teeth he fow'd the foil, 
And reap'd an iron harveſt of his toil ? 
Or how from joiniag ſtones the city ſprung, 
While to his harp divine Amphion ſung ? 
Or ſhall I Juno's kite to "Thebes reſound, 
Whoſe fatal rage th' unhappy Monarch found? 
The lire aguinkt the fon his arrow drew, 
O'er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 
And while her arms a ſccond hope contain, 
Sprung from the rocks, and plung d into the main. 
But wave whate'er to Cadmus may belong, 
And fix, O muſe; the barrier of thy ſong 
At Oedipus from his diſaſters trace 
The long confuſions of his guilty race: 
Nor yet attempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 
And mighty Caeſar's conqu ring eagle ſing; 
How twice he tam d proud Iſter's rapid flood, blood; 
While Dacian mountains ſtream'd with barb rous 
Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 
And ſtretch d his empire to the frozen pole; 
Or long before, with early valour ſtrove, 
In youthful arms to aſſert the cauſe of Jove. 
And thou, great heir of all thy father's fame, 
Encreaſe of glory to the Latian name! 
O bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, 
Nor let deſiring worlds entreat in vain. 
What tho' the ſtars contract their heav'nly ſpace, 
And-croud their ſhining ranks to yicld thee paces. 
H3 
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Tho all the ſkies, ambitious of thy ſway, 

Conſpire to court thee from our world away ; 

Tho' Phoebus longs to mix his rays with thine, 

And in thy glorics more ſerencly ſhine ; 

Tho' Jove himſelf no leſs content would be 

To part his throne, and ſhare his heav'n with than: 

Yet ſtay, great Caeſar and vouchſafe to reign 

O'er the wide earth, and o'er the wat'ry main: 

Reſign to Jove his empire of the ſkits, 

And people heav'n with Roman deities. 

The time will come, when a diviner fiame 

Shall warm my breaſt to ſing of Cacſar s fame: 

Mean while permit, that my preluding Muſe 

In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuſe : 

Of furious hate ſurvivizg death ſhe ſ:ngs, 

A fatal throne to two cuntenting Kings, 

And fur'rai James, that porting vice in air 

Lxpreſs the © fcord of the fouls they bear: 

Of towns diſpeopled, and the wand'ring ghoſts 

Of Kings unbury'd in the waſted coaſts; 

When Birce's fount»in bluſh'd with Grecian blood, 

Ard Thctis, ncar Itn:enos* iwelling flood, 

With dread bche!d the rolling furges ſweep, 

In heaps Lis ſan: kicr'd tons into the deep. 
Wl.at hero, Clio! wilt thou firſt relate? 

Th: rage of Tydcas, or tle prophet's fate? 

Or how with hills of lain on ev'ry fide, 

Hippomedon repell'd the hoſtile tide ? 

Or how the Youth with er'ry gtace adori 'd, 

Uatimcly fell, to be for ever moutn'd? 
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Then to fierce Capaneus thy verſe extend, 
And ſing with horror his prodigious end. 
Now wretched Oedipus, depriv'd of ſight, 
Led a long death in everlaſting night; 
But while he dwells' where not a chearful ray 
Can pierce the darkneſs, and abhors the day; 
The clear reflefting mind preſents his fin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within; 
Returning thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 
And thouſand furies haunt his zuilty foul. 
The wretch then lifted to th unpitying ikies 
Thoſe empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 
Whoſe wounds, yet freſh, with bloody hands he ſtrook, 
While from his breaſt theſe dreadful accents broke. 
Ye Gods, that o'er the gloomy regions reign, 

Where guilty ſpirits feel eternal pain, 
Thou, fable Styx ! whoſe livid ſtreams are roll'd 
Thro' dreary couſts, which l, tho? blind, bchold : 
Tiliphone, that oft haſt heard my n 
Afiit, if Oedipus deſeree thy care! 

lf you receiv'd me from ſocaſta's womb, 
And nurs*d the hope of miſchiefs yet to come: 
If leaving Polybus, I took my way | 
To Cyrrha's temple, on that fatal day, 
When by the ſon the trembling father dy'd, 
Where the three roads the Phocian ftelds divide: 
If 1 the Sphynx's riddles durſt explain, 
Taught by thyſclf to win the ptomis'd reigns 
If wretched I, by bale. Furics led, 
Wi 15 monſtrous mixture {rain rY 1.1, motller's bed, | 

— 
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For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 

And with full luſt thoſe horrid joys renew'd; 

Then ſelf-condemn'd to ſhades of endleſs night, 
Forc'd from theſe orbs the bleeding balls of ſight ; 

O hear, and aid the vengeance I require, | 

If worthy thee, and what thou might'ſt inſpire! 

My ſons their old, unhappy fire deſpite, 

Spoil'd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes; 

Guideleſs I wander, unregarded mourn, | 

_ While theſe exalt their ſceptres ober my urn; | 

Theſe ſons, ye Gods ! who with flagitious pride, 

Intult my darkneſs, and my groans deride. 

Art thou a father, unrezarding Jore ! 

And ſleeps thy thunder in the rcalms above ? 

Thou Fury, then, ſome laſting curſe entail, 

Which o'er their children's children ſhall prevail: 

Place on their heads that crown diſtain d with gore, 

Which theſe dire hands from my tlain father tore; 

Go, and a par:nt's heavy carſes bear; | 

Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare | 

Their kindred ſouls to mutual hate and war. 

Give them to dare, what I might wiih to ſee 

Blind as I am, ſome glo: tous villany! 

Soon ſhalt thou find, if thou hut arm their hands, 

Their ready guiit preventing thy commands: 

Couldſt thou ſome great, proportionꝰ d miſchief frame, 

They d prove the father from whoſe loins they came. 

The Fury heard, while on Cocytus' brink 
Her ſnakes unty'd, ſulphureous waters drink; 
But at the ſummons, roll her eyes around, 


And iatch'd the ſterting ferpeuts from the ground. 
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Not half ſo ſwiſth- ſhoots along in air, 
The gliding light'nivg, or deſcending ſtar. 
Thro' crouds of airy ſhades ſhe wing'd her flight, 
And dark dominions of the ſilent night; 
Swift as the paſs'd, the flitting gho{ts withdrew, 
And the pale ſpectres trembled at her view: 
To th' iron gates of Taenarus ſhe flies, 

There ſpreads her duſky pinions to the ſkies. 
The day beheid, and ſick'ning at the ſizht, 
Veii'd her fair glories in the thades of night. 
ATrighted Atlas, on the diſtant hore, 
Tremiled, and ſhook the heav'ns and gods he bore, 
Now from beneath Nlalea's airy height 

Aloſt ſhe ſprung, and ſteer d to Ihebes her flight; 
With enger ſpec the well-knowa journey took, 
Nor here revrcts the hell the late forſ5ok. 
A hundred ſazkes her gloomy viſize thade, 
A hundred ferpents guard her horrid bead, 
In her ſank cyc-Lallis dreadful metcors glow 2 
Such rays from Phoche's bloody circles ow, 
Wnen lab'riag with ſtrong charms, ſte ihoots from high 
A ſicry gleam, that reddens all the ky. came 
Blood ſtain'd her checks, and from her mouth there 
Blue ſteaming poiſons, and a length of flame. 
From ex' ry blaſt of her contagious breath, 
Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death. 
A robe obſcene was o'er her ſhoulders thrown, 
A dreſs by Fates and Furies worn alone. 
She toſs'd her meagre arms; her better hand 
In waving circles wuitl'd a fun'ral brand ; 
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A ſerpent from her left was ſeen to rear 

His flaming creſt, and lath the yielding air. 
But when the Fury took her ſtand on high, 

Where vaſt Cithaeron's top ſalutes the ſxy, 

A hiſs from all the ſnaky tire went round: 

The dreadful ſignal all the rocks rebound, 

And thro? th“ Achaian cities ſent the ſound. 
Oete, with high Parnatlus, heard the voice; 
Eurota's banks remurmur'd to the noiſe; 

Again Lencothoe ſhook at theſe alarms, 

And preis'd Palacmon cloſer in her arms. 
Headlong from thence the glowing fury ſprings, 
And o'er the Theban palace ſpreads her wings, 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and thcouds 
Its bright Pavilions in a veil of clouds. 


St:aicht with the rage of all their race poſſcſs d, 


Stung to the wol, the brothers ſtart from reſt, 
And all their ſuries wike vithin their breaſt. 
1 heir tortur'd minds repining Ervy tears, 
And Hate, engender'd by ſuſpicious fears ; _ 
And i#acrcd Thirſt of ſway; and all the tics 
Of Nature broke; and royal Perjurics : 
And impotent Deſire to reign alone, 
That ſcorns the dull reverſion of a throne ; 
Each would the ſweets of ſov'reign rule devour, 
While diſcord waits upon divided pow'r. 

As ſtubborn ſteers by brawny plou men broke, 
And join'd reluctant to the calling voke, 
Alike diſdain with ſervile necks to bear 


Th' unn onted weight, or drag the crooked ſhare, 
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Fut rend the reins, and bound a ditf* rent way, 
And all the furrows in confuſion lay : | 
Such was the diſcord of the royal pair, 

Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 

In vain the chiefs contriv'd a ſpecious way 


| To govern I liebes by their alternate ſway ; 


Unjuſt deerce ! while this enjoys the ſtate, 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 
And the ſhort monarch of a haſty year 
Forſces with anguiih his returning heir. 
Thus did the league their impious arms reſtrain, 
But ſcarce ſubſiſted to the ſecond reign. 
Yet then, no proud aſpiring piles were rais d, 
No fretted roof with polith*d metals bluz'd; 
No labour'd columns in long order plac'd, 
No Grecian ſtone the pompous arches grac'd; 
No nigbtly bands in glittering armour wait 
Before the flezplets Tyran. s guarded gate; 
No chargers then were wrovght in burniſh'd gold, 


Nor filver vaſes took the forming mold; 
| Nor gems on bouels embed were ſeen to ſhine, 


Blaze on the brims, and ſparkle in the u ine 
Say, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage? 
Say, to what end your impious arms engage? 
Not all bright Phocbus views in early morn, 
Or when his ev'ning beams the weſt adorn, 
When the ſouth glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day: 

For crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, 


Were all thoſe realms the guilty victor's prize l 
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But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Etheocles the crown : 
What joys, oh Tyrant! ſwell'd thy foul that day, 
When ail were ſlaves thou couldſt around ſurvey, 
Pleas'd to behold unbounded pow'r thy own, 
And ſingly fill a fear d and cnry'd throne! 

But the vile Vulgar, ever diicontent, 
Their growing fears in ſecret murmurs vent; 
Still prone to change, tho? ſtill the ſlaves of ſtate, 
And ſure the monarch whom they hare, to hate; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 
And ſoftly curſe the Tyrants whom they fear. 
And one of thoſe who groan bencath the ſway 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom envy to the great and vulgar ſpight 
With ſcandal arm'd, th' ignoble mind's delight) 
Exclaim'd—O Thebes! for thee what fates remain, 
What woes attend this inauſpicious rein? 


Each haughty maſter's yoke by turns to bear, 
And till to change whom chan. d we ſtill muſt fear? 
Theſe now controul a wretched people's fate, 
Theſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ſtate : 
Ev'n Fortune rules no more :—O ſervile land, 
Where exil'd tyrants ſtill by turns command ! 
Thou fire of gods and men, imperial Jove! 

Is this th? eternal doom decreed above 

On thy own offspring haſt thou fix'd this fate, 
From the firſt birth of our unhappy ſtate! 
When baniſh'd Cadmus, wand ring o'er the main, 
For loſt Europa fearch'd the world in vain, 


Muſt we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 1 
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And fated in Boeotian fields to found 

A riſing empire on a forcign ground, 

Firſt rais'd our walls on that ill-omen'd plain, 
Where earth-born brothers were by brothers ſlain? 
What lofty looks th' unrival'd monarch bears! 
How all the tyrant in his face appears ! 
What ſullen fury clouds his ſcornful brow ! 

Gods! how his eyes with threat'ning ardour glow! 
Can this imperious lord forget to reign, | 
Quit all his tate, deſcend, and ſerve again? 

Yet, who, before, more popularly bow d, 


| Who more propitious to the ſuppliant croud? 


Patient of right, ſamiliar in the throne ? 
What wonder then ? he was not then alone. 
0 wretched we, a vile, ſubmiſſive train, 
fortune s tame fools, and flaves in ev'ry reign ! 
As when two winds with rival force contend, 
This way and that, the wav'ring ſails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas, and black Eurus blow, 
Now here, now there, the recling veſſel throw: 
Thus on each ſide, alas! our tott'ring ſtate 
Feels all the fury of reſiſtleſs fate; 
And doubtful (till, and till diſtracted a mands. 
While that Prince threatens, and while this com- 
And now th' almighty Father of tbe Gods 
| Convenes a council in the bleſt abodes : 
| Far in the bright receſſes of the ſkies, 
High o'er the rolling heav'ns, a manſion lies, | 
Whence, far below, the Gods at once ſurvey | 
The realms of riſing and declining day, | | 
| And all th*cxtcndcd ſpace of earth, and air, and fea. | 
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Full in the midſt, and on a ſtarry Throne, 

The Majeſty of heav'n ſuperior ſhone ; 

Scrcne he look'd, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling ſpheres confeſs'd the God, 
At Jove's aſſent, the deities around 

In folemn ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 

Next a long order of inferiour pow 'rs | 
Aſcend from hills, and plains and ſhady bow'rs; 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rolling rivers flow; 
And thoſe that give the wand'ring winds to blow: 
Here all their rage, and ev'n their murmurs ceaſe, 
And facred ſilence reigns, and univerſal peace. 
A ſhining ſynod of majeſtic Gods 

Gilds with new luſtre the divine abodes; 

Heav'n ſcems improv'd with a ſuperior ray, 

And the bright arch reflefts a double day. 

The Monarch then his ſolemn ſilence broke, 

The ſtill creation liſten'd while he ſpoke, 

Each ſacred accent bears eternal weight, 

And each irrevocable word is Fate. 

How long ſhall man the wrath of heav'n defy, 
And force unwilling vengeance from the ſky ! | 
Oh race confed'rate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o'er th' cluded rage of Jove! 

This weary'd arm can ſcarce the bolt ſuſtain, 
And unregarded thunder rolls in vain : 

Th' o'criabour d Cyclops from his taſk retires; 
Th' ZXolian forge exhauſted of its fires. 
For this I ſuffer'd Phocbus' ſteeds tc ſtray, 
And the mad rules to miſguide the day. 
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When the wide earth to heaps of aſhes turn'd, 
And heaven itſelf the wandering chariot burn d. 
For this, my brother of the watery reign | 
Releas'd th? impetuous ſluices of the main: 
But flames conſum'd, and billows rag'd 'in vain. 
Two races now, ally'd to Jove, offend; 
To puniſh theſe, fee Jove himſelf deſcend. 
The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From godlike Perſeus thoſe of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus fate who does not know, 
And the long ſeries of ſucceeding woe ? 
How oft the Furies, from the deeps cf night, 
| Aroſe, and mix d with men in mortal fight: 
Th'exulting mother, ſtain'd with filial blood; 
The ſavage hunter, and the haunted wood? 
The direful banquet why ſhould I proclaim, 
And crimes that grieve the trembling God's to name? 
Ere I recount the ſins of theſe profane, 
The ſun would fink into the weſtern main, 
And riſing gild the radiant eaſt again. 
Have we not ſeen (the blood of Laius ſhed) 
The murdcring fon aſcend his parent's bed, 
Thro' violated nature force his way, 
And ſtain the ſacred womb where once he lay? 
| Yet now in darkneſs and deſpair he groans, 
And for the crimes of guilty fate atones; 
His ſons with ſcorn their eycleſs father view, 
Inſult his wounds, and make them bleed ane w. 
Thy curſe, oh Oedipus, juit heaven alarms, 
And ſets th avenging Thunderer in arms. 

Vor. II. | 
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I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 

And give the nations to the waſte of war. 
Adraſtus toon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join 

In dire alliance with the Thetan line: 

Hence firue ſhall riſe, and mortal war ſucceed; 
The guiity reaims of Tantalus ſhall bleed; 

Fix'd is their doom; this alla emembering breaſt 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant's feaſt. 

He taid; and thus the Queen of heaven return'd; 
(With ſudden grief her labouring boſom burn'd) 
Auſt l, whoſe cares Phoroneus' towers defend, 
 Z.:uſt J, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 

I hou know ſt thoſe regions my protection claim, 
(lor ious in arms, in riches, and in fame? 

Tho there the fair Egyptian heiſer fed, 

And tie deluded Argus Nlept, and bled; 

tho" there the brazen tower was ſtorm d of old, 
When jove deicended in almighty gold. | 
Let I can pardon thoſe obſcurer tapes, 

ho Eathtul crimes diſguis'd in borrow'd ſhapes; 
But Thebes, where, ſhining in celeſtial charms, 
Thou cam ſt triumphant to a mortal's arms, 

Men all my glorics o*er her limbs were ſpread, 
And ling lizhtninęs danc'd around her bed; 
Curs'd Hebes the vengeance it deterves, may prove 
At hy end, Argos ſeel the rage of Jove? | 
Yet fnoe tia wilt thy ſiſter-qucen controul, 

Zince le the hiſt of ditcord fires thy foul, 

(o, 1. ze in; Samos, et My cene fall, 

Eri lore! with the duſt the Spartan wall; 
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No more let mortals Juno's power invoke, 

Her fanes no more with Eaſtern incenſe ſinoke, 
Nor victims ſink beneath the ſacred ſtroke; 

But to your llis all my rights transfer, 

Let altars blaze and temples ſmoke for her; 

For her, thro' Ezypt's fruitſul clime renowa'd, 
Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel ſound. 

But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn times, 
Avenging on the ſons the fither's crimes, 

And from the long record of diſtunt age 

Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 

Say, from what period then has Joe deſign d 
To date his vengeance; to what bounds contin'd ? 
Begin from thence, where firſt Alpheus hides 
His wandering ſtream, and thro' the briny tudes 
Unmix'd to his cilian river glides. 

Thy own Arcu:ans there the thunder claim, 


_ Whoſe impious rites diſgrace thy mighty name; 


Who raiſe thy teraples where the chariot ſtood 

Ol fierce Oenomaus, defil'd with blood; 

Where once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet found, 
Aad human bones yet whiten all the ground. 

Say, can thoſe honours pleaſe ? and canſt thou love 
Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb oi jove ! 
And thall not Tantalus's kingdom ſhare 

Thy wife and fiſte:*s tutelary care? 

Reverſe, O Jove, thy too ſcrere decree, 


Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee ; 


On impious realms and barbarous kings impoſe 


Thy plagues, and curſe them with ſuch ſons as thoſe. 
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Thus, in reproach and prayer, the Queen expreſs d 


The rage and grief contending in her breaſt; 
Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler of the ſky, 

And from his throne return'd this ſtern reply. 

*T was thus 1 deem'd thy haughty foul would bear 
The dire, tho? juſt, revenge which I prepare 
Againſt a nation thy peculiar care : 

No leſs Dione might for Thebes contend, 
Nor Bacchus leſs his native town defend, 
Yet theſe in ſilence ſee the fates fulfil 

Their work, and reverence our ſuperior will. 
For by the black infernal Styx I ſwear, 


| (That dreadful oath which binds the Thunderer) | 


Tis fix'd; th' irrevocable doom of Jove; 

Nor force can bend me, no perſuaſion move. 

Haſte then, Cyllenius, thro the liquid air; 

Co mount the winds, and to the ſhades repair; 

Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey, 

And give up Laius to the realms of day, 

Whoſe ghoſt yet ſhivering on Cocytus? ſand, 

Expects its paſſage to the further ſtrand : 

Let the pale fire reviſit Thebes, and bear 

Theſe pleaſing orders to the tyrant's ear ; 

That, from his exil'd brother, ſwell'd with pride 

Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 

Almizhty Jove commands him to detain 

The promis'd empire, and alternate reign : 

Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate : 

The reſt, ſucceeding times ſhall ripen into Fate. 
The God obeys, and to his feet applies 

Thoſe golden wings that eut the yielding ſkies, 


| 
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| His ample hat his beamy locks o erſpread, 


And veil'd the ſtarry glories of his head. 

He ſeiz d the wand that cauſes ſlcep to fly, 
Or in ſoft numbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 
That drives the dead to dark Tartarian coats, 


Or back to life compels the wandering ghoſts, 


Thus, thro” the parting clouds, the fon of May 
Wings on the whiſtling winds his rapid way; 
Now ſmoothly ſtcers thro air his equal fight, 


| Now ſprings aloft, the towers th' ctheres! heiglit; 
Then wheeliag down the ſtecp of hetven he flics, 


And draws a radiant circle o'er the ics. 

Meantime the baniſh d Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon'd) thro th' Aonian groves 
While future realms his wandering thoughts delight, 
His daily viſion and his dream by night; 
Forbidden Thebes appcars before his eye, 

From whence he ſees his abſent brother fly, 
With tranſport views the airy raic his own, 
And fweils on an imaginary throne, 

ain would he caſt a tedious age away, 
And live out all in one triumphant day. 
He chides the lazy progreſs of the fun, 
And bids the year with ſuiſter motion run. 
With anxious hopes his craving min is roit, 
And all his joys in length of wiihes lo{t. 

The hero then reſclvcs his courte to bend 
Where antient Danaus fruitful ficlds extend, 
And fam'd Mycene's loſty towers aſcend, 
(chere late the ſua did Atreus crimes dnt, 
Aud diſappeat d in her. or of the full. , 
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And now by chance, by fate, or furies led, 
From Bacchus conſecrated caves he fled, 
Where the ſhrill crics of frantic matrons ſound, 
And Pentheus blood enrich'd the riſing ground. 
Then ſees Cithaeron towering o'er the plain, 
And thence declining gently to the main, 
Next to the bounds of Niſus' realm repairs, 
Where treacherous Scylla cut the purple hairs: 
The hanging clitfs of Scyron's rock explores, 
And hears the murmurs of the diiſerent ſhores :; 
Paſſes the ſtrait that parts the ſonming ſeas, 
And ſtately Corinth's pleaſing fite ſurveys. 

"Twas now the time when Phoebus yicldsto night, 
And riſing Cynthia ſheds her ſilver light, 
Wide o'er the world in folemn pomp ſhe drew 
Her airy chariot, hung with pearly dew; 
All birds and beaſts lic huth*d; Sleep ſteals away 
The wild deſires of men, and toils of day, 
And brings, deſcending thro' the ſilent air, 
A ſweet forgetfuineſs of human care. 
Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, 
Promiſe the ſkies the bright returns of day; 
No faint reflections of the diſtant light 
Streak with long gleams the ſcatt'ring ſhades of night 
From the damp earth impervious vapours rite 
Increaſe the darkneſs, and involse the ſkies. 
At once the ruſhing wind with roaring ſound 
Burſt from th' olian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 
And win by turns the kingdom of the ſłæy: 
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But with a thicker night black Auſter ſhrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, 
From whoſe dark womb a rattling tempeſt pours, 


| Which the cold North congeals to haily ſhowers. 


From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 

And broken lightnings flath from every cloud. 

Now ſmoaks with ſhow'rs the miſty mountain- ground, 

And floated fields lie undiſtinguith'd round. 

Th' Inachian ſtreams with head-long fury run, 

And Eraſinus rolls a deluge on: 

The foaming Lerna ſwells above its bounds, 

And ſpreads its ancient poiſons o'er the grounds : 

Where late was duſt, now rapid torrents play, 

Ruth thro? the mounds, and bear the damms away: 

Old limbs of trees from erackling foreſts torn, 

Are whirPd in air, and on the winds are born: 

The ſtorm tlie dark Lycean groves diſplay'd, 

And firſt to light expos'd the ſacred thacle. 

Th' intrepid Theban hears the burſting ſky, 

Sees vawaing rocks in maſſy fragments fly, 

Aid views aſtoniſh'd, from the hills afar, 

The floods deſcending, and the watery war, 

That, driv'n by ſtorms, and pouring oer the plain, 

Swept herds and hinds, and houſes to the main. 

Thro' the brown horrors of the night he fled, 

Nor knows, amaz'd, what doubtful path to tread; 

His brother's image to his mind appears, fears. 

Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with 
So fairs a ſailor on the ſtormy main, 


When clouds conccal BoOtes' golden wain, 
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When not a ſtar its friendly luſtre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cynthia: glimmers on the deeps ; 

He dreads the rocks, and ſhoals, and ſeas, and {kies, 
While thunder roars, aud light'ning round him flies. 
Thus ſtrove the chief, on every (ide diſtreſs'd, 
Thus ſtill his courage, with his toils encreas d; 
With his broad ſhield oppos'd, he forc'd his way 


Thro' thickeſt woods, and rous d the beaſts of prey. 


Till he beheld, where from Lariſſa's height 

The ſhelving walls reflect a glancing light: 

Thither with haſte the Theban hero flies; 

On this ſide Lerna s poiſonous water lics, 

On that Proſymna's grove and temple riſe : 

He paſs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 

And to the regal palace bent lis way 

On the cold marble, ſpert with toil, he lies, 

And waits till plenüng Numbers ſcal his eyes. 
Adraitus here his happy people ſways, 

Bleſt with calm peace in his declining days. 

By both his parents of deſcent divine, 

Great ſove and Po&xi.ns grac'd his nol.le line: 

Feaven had not crown'd his wiihes with a ſen, 

But two fair daughters heir'd his ſtate and throne. 

To him Apollo (wondrous to relate! 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had ſung—** Expect thy ſons on Argos ſhore, 

„A yellow lion and a briſtly boar.” | 

This long revolv'd in his paternal breaſt, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his reſt; 

This great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 

The? ſkill'd in fatc, and dark ſuturity. 
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| The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 


For thus did the predicting God ordain. 

Lo hapleſs Tydeus, whoſe ill-fated hand, 
Had flaia his brother, leaves his native land, 
And ſciz d with horror in the ſhades of night, 
T:xro* the thick deſarts headlong urg'd his flight: 
Now by the fury of the tempeſt driven, 
He ſecks a ſhelter from th' inclement heaven, 
Till, led by fate, the Theban's ſteps he treads, 


| And to fair Argos' open court ſucceeds. 


When thus the chiefs from different lands reſort 
T Adraſtus realms, and hoſpitable court; 
The King ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes, 
And views their arms and habit with ſurprize. 
A lion's yellow {kin the Theban wears, 


|  Horrid his name, and rough with curling hairs; 


Such once employ'd Alcides' youthful toils, 


| Ere yet adorn d with Nemea's dreadful ſpoils, 
A boar's (tiT hide, of Calydonian breed, 


Oenides manly ſhoulders overſpread. 
Oblique his tuſks, ere his briſtles ſtood, 
Aive the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the ſight, and fix'd in deep amaze, 
Tie King th' accompliſh'd oracle ſfurreys, 
Rexere', Ap llo's vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding Godhead, and his future ſons, 

Oer all his boſom ſecret trrnſports reign, 

And a glad horror ſhouts thro' every vein. 

To heaven he lifts his hands, erects his ſight, 
And thus invokes the ſilent Qucen of night. 


„ THEBAIS OF STATIUS I «1, 


Goddcfs of ſhades, beneath whoſe gloomy reign 

Ton' ſpangled arch glows with the ſtarry train: 

You who the cares ot heaven andearth allay, 

Till nature quicken'd by the inſpiring ray 

Wakes to new vigour with the riſing day. | 

O thou, who freeſt me from my doubtful ſtate, 

Long loſt and wilder d in the maze oi fate! 

Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aid; 

Proceed, confirm thoſe om« ns thou hait made. 

We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 

And on thy -It.:rs facrifices lay; 

The fable flock ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke? 

And fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke. 

Hail, faithſul Tripos! hail, ye dark abodes 

Of awſul Phocbus: I confeſs the Gods ! 
Thus, ſeiz d with facred fear, the monarch pray'd; 

Then to his inner court the gueſts convey'd ; 

Where yet thin fumes from dy ing {parks ariſe, 

And duſt vet white upon each altar * | 

The relics of a former ſacrifice, 

The King once more the ſolemn rites requires, 

And bids rencw the feaſts, and wake tle fics. 

His train obey, while all the court around 

With noiſy care and various tumult ſound. 

Embroidei d purple clothes the g den beds; 

This ſlave the floor, and that tie table ſpreads; 

A third diſpels the darkneſs of the night, 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light; 

Here loaves in caniſters are pil'd on kigh, | 

And there in flames the ſlaugliter'd victims fig. 
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sublime in regal ſtate Adraſtus ſhone, 
Stretch'd on rich carpets on his ivory throne; 
A lofty couch receives cach princ-ly gueſt; 
Around, at awtul diitance, wait the reſt. 

And now the king, his royal feaſt to grace, 
Aceſtis calls, the guardian of his race, 
Who firſt their youth, in arts of virtue train d, 
And their ripe years in modeſt grace maintain d; 
Then ſoftly whitper'd in her faithful ear, 
Aid bade his daughters at the rites appear. 
When from the cloſe apartments of the night, 
The royal nymphs approach divincly bright ; 
Such was Diana's, ſuch Minerva s iace; 
Nor ſhine their beautics with tupcrior grace, 
But that in theſe a milder charm <cndears, 
And leſs of t-rror in their looks appcars. 
As on the heroes firſt they caſt their eyes, 
O er their fair checks the glowing bluſhes riſe, 


Their downcaſt looks a decent ſhame confeis d, 


Then on their tather s reverend ſcatures reſt. 

The banquet done, the monarch gives the ſign 
To fill the goblet high with ſparkling wine, | 
Which Danaus us'd in facred rites of old, 

Wich ſculpture gra.%i, and rough with riſing gold. 
Here to the clouds victorious Per eu, flies, 


Meduſa ſeems to move her languid cycs, 
And even in gold, tuns paler as ihe dics. 


There irom the chace Jove's towering en2'e bears 
On golden wings, the Phrygian to the ſtars 2 

Still as he riſcs in th cthercal l. dig ht, 

His native mountains Icilen to l. fel. t; 
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Wi ile all his ſad companions upward gaze, 
Fix'd on the glorious ſcene in wild amaze ; 
And the ſwift hounds, affrighted as he flics, 
Run to the ſhade, and bark againſt the ſkies. 

This golden bowl with generous juice was crown'd, 
The firſt libation ſprinkled on the ground, 
By turns on each celeſtial power they call ; 
With Phocbus' name reſounds the vaulted hall. 
The courtly train, the ſtrangers, and thereſt; 
 Crown'd with chaſte laurel, and with garlands dreſt, 
While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze 
Salute the god in numerous hymns of praiſe. | 

Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble gueſts, 
Theſe honour'd altars, and theſe annual feaſts 
To bright Apollo's awful name deſign d, 

Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. 
Great was the cauſe ; our old ſolemnities 

From no blind zeal or fond tradition riſe ; 

But ſav d from death, our Argives yearly pay 
Theſe grateful honours to the God of Day. 

When by a thouſand darts the Python lain 
Wich orbs unroll'd lay covering all the plain, 
(Transfix'd as o'cr Caſtalia's ſtreams he hung, 
And ſuck*d new poiſons with his triple tongue 
To Argos realms the victor god reſorts, | 
And enters old Crotopus humble courts. 

This rural prince one only daughter bleſs 'd, 
That all the charms of blooming youth poſſeſs d; 
Fair was her face, and ſpotleſs was her mind, 
Where filial love with virgin ſucetneſs join d. 


FOR. | 
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| Happy ! and happy till ſhe might have prov'd, 
Were ſhe leſs beautiful, or leſs belov'd! 
| But Phoebus lov'd, and on the flow'ry ſide 
Of Nemea's ſtream, the yielding Fair enjoy'd : 
Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
Th' illuſtrious offspring of the God was born, 
The Nymph, her father's anger to evade, 
Retires from Argos to the ſylvan ſhade; 
To woods and wilds, the pleaſing burden bears, 
And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd's cares. 
How mean a fate, unhappy child! is thine ? 
Ah how unworthy thoſe of race divine ? 
On flow'ry herbs in ſome green covert laid, 
| His bed the ground, his canopy the ſhade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 
While the rude ſwain his rural muſic tries, 
To call ſoft ſlumbers on his infant eyes. 
Yet ev'n in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 
| Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give; 
For on the graſſy verdure as he lay. 
And breath'd the freſhneſs of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpleſs infant tore, | 
Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
Th' aſtoniſh'd mother, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 
With loud complaints ſhe fills the yielding air, 
And beats her breaſt, and rends her flowing hair; 
Then wild with anguiſh to her fire ſhe flies, 
Demands the ſentence, and contented dies. | 
But touch'd with ſorrow for the deed too late, 


Ihe raging God prepares t' avenge her fate. 
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He ſends a monſter, horrible and fell, 

Pegot by furies in the depths of hell. 

The peſt a virgin's face and boſom bears; 

High on a crown a riſing ſnake appears, 

Guards her black front, and hiſſes in her hairs: 
About the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round, 
When Night with ſable wings o'erſpreads the ground, 
Devours young babes before their parent's eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miſeries. 

But gen'rous rage the bold Choroebus warms, 
Choroebus, fam'd for virtue, as for arms; 

Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial flame, 
Thought a ſhort life well loſt for endleſs fame. 
Theſe, where two ways in equal parts divide, 
The direful monſter from afar deſcry'd; 

Two bleeding babes depending at her fide; 
Whoſe panting vitals, warm with life, ſhe draws, 
And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. | 
The youth ſurround her with extended ſpears; 
But brave Choroebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breaſt he plung'd his ſhining ſword, 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell reſtor d. 
Th' Inachians view the lain with vaſt ſurprize, 
Her twiſting volumes, and her rolling eyes, 
Her ſpotted breaſt, and gaping womb imbru'd 
With livid poiſon, and our children's blood. 
The croud in ſtupid wonder fix'd appear, 

Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 

Some with vaſt beams the ſqualid corpſe engages 
And weary all the wild efforts of * | 
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The birds obſcene, that nightly flock'd to taſte, 


with hollow ſcreeches fled the dire repaſt; 
And rav'nous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 
And ſtarving wolves, ran howling to the wood. 


But fir d with rage, from cleft Parnaſſus* brow 
Avenging Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 


And hiſſing flew the f:ather'd fates below; 


A night of ſultry clouds involv'd around 

The tow'rs, the fields, and the devoted ground: 

And now a thouſand lives together fled, 

Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, 

And a whole province in his triumph lcd. | 
But Phoebus, aſk d why noxious fires appear, 

And raging Sirius blaſts the ſickly year; 


| Demands their lives by whom his monſter fell, 


And dooms a dreadful ſacrifice to hell. 

Bleſsd be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy Manes, and preſerve thy name, 
Undaunted hero! who divincly brave, | 
In ſuch a cauſe diſdain'd thy life to ſave; 


But view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 


And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke : 
With piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 


| And conſcious virtuc, ſtill its own reward. 


Willing I come, unknowing how to fear; 
Nor ſhalt thou, Phoebus, find a ſuppliant here. 
Thy monſter's death to me was ow'd alone, 

And tis a deed too glorious to diſown. 

Bchold him here, for whom, ſo many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal'd thy ſullen rays ; 
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For whom, as man no longer claim'd thy care, 
Such numbers fell by peſtilential air ! 
But if th' abandon'd race of human-kind 
From Gods above no more compaſſion find; 
If ſuch inclemency in Heav'n can dwell, | 
Yet why muſt unoffending Argos feel 
The vengeance due to this unluckly ſtcel ? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err ſrom me, ſince I deſerve it all: 
Unleſs our deſart cities pleaſe thy ſight, 
Or fun'ral flames reflect a grateful light. 
Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend, 
And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſend; 
But for my country let my fate atone, 
Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 
Merit diſtreſs'd, impartial Heav'n relieves : 
Unwelcome life rclenting Phoebus gives; 
For not the veogeful pow'r that glow'd with rage, 
With ſuch amazing virtue durſt engage. 
The cloud< diſpers d, Apollo's wrath expir'd, [tir'd. 


And fron. the wond'ring god the vnwilling youth tre- 


Thence we theſe altars in his temple raiſe, 

And offer annual honours, feuſts, and praiſe; 

Theſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phocbus pleaſe; | 

The ſc honours, ſlill renew'd, his ancient wrath appeaſe. 
But ſay, illuſtrious gueſt (adjoin'd the King) 

What name you bear, from u hat high race you ſpring! 

Ihe noble Tydeus ſtavds cenfels'd, and known 

Our neighbovr Prin-e, and heir of Calydon. 

Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 

And lilcut hours to various talk invite. 
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The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
Confus'd, and fadly thus at length replies: 
Before theſe altars how ſhall 1 proclaim 
(Oh gen'rous prince) my nation, or my name, 
Or thro' what veins our ancient blood has roll'd ? 
Let the ſad tale for ever reſt untold ! 

Yet if, propitious to a wretch unknown, 

You ſcek to ſhare in 1orrows net your own; 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my race, 
Jocaſta's fon, and Thebes my native place. 

To whom the K ng (who felt his yen'rous breaſt 
Touch'd with concern for his unhappy guecll) 
Replics: — Ah why forbears the fon to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame? 
Fame, that delights around the world to ſtray, 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. 

Ev'n thoſe who duell where ſuns at diſtance roll, 
In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 
And thoſe who treud the burning Libyan lands, 
The faithleſs Syrtes, and the moving ſands; 
Who vicw the weſtern ſca's extremeſt bounds, 
Or drink of Guuges in their caſtern grounds; 

All theſe the woes of Ocdipns have known, 
Your fates, you; furics, and your haunted town. 
If on the ſons the pirem's crimes defcend. 

What prince from tlloſe his lineaze cn defend? 


Be this-thv comfort, that 'tis tine rt ce Q 
With virtuous acts thy ancutor's ditace, 
And be thy{f the bononr of thy cute. J 


But ſec! the ſtars begin to Nev) away, 
And ſhine more f;,intly at approaching du. 
K 3 
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Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays 
Once more reſound the great Apollo's praiſe. 
Oh father Phoebus ! whether Lycia's coaſt 


And ſnowy mountains, thy bright preſence boaſt ; 


Whether to ſweet Caſtalia thou r-par, 

And bathe in ſilver deus thy ycllow hair; 

Or pleas'd to find fair Delos float no more, 
Delight in Cynthus, and the ſhady ſhore ; 

Or chuſe thy ſeat in lion's proud abodes, 

The ſhining ſtructures rais'd by lab'ring Gods: 
By thee the bow and mortal ſhafts are born; 
Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn : 
Skill'd in the laws of ſecret late above, 

And the dark counſels of almighty Jove, 

"Tis thine the ſeeds of future war to know, 

The change of Sceptres, and impending woe ; 
When direful meteors ſpread thro' glowing air 
Long trails of light, and ſtake their blazing hair. 
Thy rage the Phrygian telt, who durſt aſpire 
T' excel the muſic of thy heav'rly lyre; | 
Thy ſhafts arcny'd lewd Tityus' guilty flame, 
Th' immoi tal victim of thy mother's fame ; 
Thy hand flew Python, and the dame who loſt 
Her num' rous offspring for a fatal boaſt. 

In Phlegyas' doom thy juſt revenge appears, 
Condemn'd to furics and eternal fears; 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 
The mould'ring rock, that trembles from on high, 
+ Propitious hear our pray'r, O Pow'r divine! 


Aud on thy hoſpitable Argos ſhine, 
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Whether the ſtyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 

Whoſe purple rays th' Achaemenes «dorc; 

Or great Oſiris, who firit taught the twain 

| In Pharian fields to ſow the golden grain; 

Or Mitra, to whore beams the Perſian bows, 

And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows ; 

Mitra, whoſe head the blaze of: adorns, 
Who g1aips the ſtruggling hcifer's lunar horns, 


THE 


F A B L E 


OF 


From the NixTu Book of 
| OVID's METAMORPHOSES. 


HE faid, and for her loft Galanthis ſighs, 
When the ſair Conſort of her ſon replies. 

| Since you a ſervant's iu, d form Lemon, 
And kindly ſigh for ſorrows not your own; 
Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 
A nearer woe, a ſiſter's ſtranger fate. 
No nymph of all Occhalia could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 
Her tender mother's only hope and pride, 
(Myſclf the offspring of a ſecond bride.) 
This nymph compreſs'd by him who rules the day, 
Whom Delphi and the Delian ifle obey, 
Andraemon lov'd; and, blcfs'd in all thoſe charms 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with ſhelving banks around, 
Whoſe verdant ſummit fragrant myrtles crown'd, 
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| Theſe ſhades, unknowing of the fates, ſhe ſought, 

And to the Naiads flow'ry garlands brought; 

Her ſmiling babe (a pleaſing charge) the preſt 

Within her arms, and nouriit'd at her breaſt, 

Not diſtant far, a wat'ry Lotos grows, 

The ſpring was new, and all the verdant tonghs, 

Adorn'd with blofſoms, prom sed fruits tit vie 

In glowing colours with the I vrian dye: 

Of theſe the crop'd to plraſc her infant fon, 

And I myſelf the fame raſh act had done: 

But lo! I ſaw (as near her fide I ſtood) 

The violated bloſſoms diop with blood. 

Upon the tree | caſt a frightful look ; 

The trembling tree with ſudden horror ſhook. 

Lotis the m mph (if rural tales be truc) 

As from Priapus' lawleſs luſt ſhe flew, 

Forſook her form; and fixing here became 

A flow'ry plant, which ſtill preſerves her name. 
This change unknown, aſtoniſh'd at the fight 

My trembling ſiſter {trove to urge her flight: 

And firſt the pardon of the nymphs implor'd, 

And thoſe offended ſylvan pow'rs ador'd: :- 

But when ſhe backward would have fled, ſhe found 

Her ſtiff ning feet were rooted in the ground: 

In vain to free her ſaſten'd feet ſhe ſtrove, 

And as the ſtruggles, only moves above; 

She feels th' encroaching bark around her grow 

By quick degrees, and cover all below: | 

Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand ſhe heaves 

To rend her hair; her band is fill'd with leaves :; 
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Where late was hair, the ſhooting leaves are ſeen 
To riſe, and ſh:de her with a ſudden green. 

The child Amphiſſus to her boſom preſt, 

Perceiv'd a colder and a harder breaſt, 

And found the ſprings, that ne'er till then deny'd 
Their milky moiſture, on a fudden dry'd. 

Ifaw, unhappy! what I now relate, 

And ſtood the helpleſs witneſs of thy fate, 
Embrac'd thy boughs, thy riſing bark delay'd, 


There wiſh'd to grow, and mingle thade witu hade. 


Bchold Andracmon, and th' unhappy fire 

Appear, and for their Dryope enquire ; 

A ſpringing tree for Dryope they find, 

And print warm kiſſes on the panting rind. 

Proſtrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, 

And cloſe embrace as to the roots they grew. 

The face was all that now remain'd of thee, 

No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree; 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 

From ev'ry leaf diſtills a trickling tear, 

And ſtraight a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus thro? the tremi,!ing honghs in ſighs complains ; 
If to the wretched any faith be giv'n, 

I ſwear by all th' unpitving pow'rs ot heav'n, 

No wiltful crime this heavy vengeance bred 

In mutual innocence our lives we led: 

If this be falſe, let theſe new greens decay, 

Let ſounding axes lop my limbs away, 

And crackling flames on all my honou·s prey. 


| But from my branching arms this infant bear, 


Let ſome kind nurſe ſapply a mother's care: 


x12 FABLEOFDRYOPE. . 78. 


And to his mother let him oft be led, 
Sport in her ſhades, and in her ſhades be fed; 


Teach him, when firſt his infant voice ſhall frame 
Imperfect words, and liſp his mother's name, 


To hail this tree; and ſay with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my hapleſs parent lies : 
And when in youth he ſecks the ſhady woods, 
Oh, let him fly the cryſtal lakes and floods, 


Nor touch the fatal flow'rs ; but warn d by me, 


Believe a Goddeſs ſhrin'd in ev'ry tree. 

My fire, my lifter, and my ſpouſe, farewell! 
If in your breaſts or love, or pity dwell, 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel 
The browzing cattle, or the piercing ſteel. 

' Farencll ! and ſince I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance at leaſt to mine. 
My fon, thy mother's parting kiſs receive, 
While yet thy mother has a kiſs to give. 

I can no more; the creeping rind invades 
My cloſing ps, and hides my head in ſhades : 
Remove ycur hands; the bark ſhall ſoon ſuffice 
With out their aid to ſeal theſe dying eyes. 


She ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceas d to be; 


And all the nymph was loſt within the trec; 
Yet latent life thro' her new branches reign'd, 
And long the plant a human heat r<tain'd. 
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POM ON A. . 


From the ebnen Book of 
OVID'SMETAMORPHOSES.. 


THE fair Pomona flouriſh'd in his reign 
Of all the Virgins of the ſylvan train, 

None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, » 
or more improv'd the vegetable care. 
| To her the ſhady grove, the flowery field, 
| The ſireams and fountains, no delights could yield; 
| Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, | 
And ſee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
| The hook ſhe bore inſtead of Cynthia's ſpear, 
To lop the growth of the luxuriant ye r, 
To decent form the lawleſs ſhoots to bring, 
And teach the obedient branches where to ſpring, 
Now the cleft rind inſerted graffs reccives, | 
And yields an offspring more than nature gives; 
Now ſliding ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 
And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 

Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ, 


| Averſe from Venus and the nuptial joy. 
„ L 
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Her private orchards, wall'd on every fide, 

To lawleſs ſylvans all acceſs deny'd. 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 

Who haunt the foreſts, or frequent the lawns, 

The God whoſe enſign ſcares the birds of prey, 

And old Silenus, youthful in decay, 

Employ'd their wiles, and unavailing care, 

To paſs the fences, and ſurpriſe the fai? 

Like theſe, Vertumnus own'd his faithful flame, 

Like theſe, rejected by the ſcornful dame. 

To gain her ſight a thouſand forms he wears: 

And firſt a reaper from the field appears, | 

Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 

O'erch argc the ſhoulders of the ſeeming ſwain. 

Oft o'er his back a crooked ſcythe is laid, 

And wreathes of hay his ſun-burnt temples ſhade : 

Oft in his haden'd hand a goad he bears, 

Like one who late unyok'd the ſweating ſteers. 

Sometimes his pruning hook corrects the vines, 

And the looſe ſtragglers to their ranks confines. 

Now gathering what the bounteous year allows, 

He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 

A ſoldier now, he with his ſword appears; 

A. fiſher next, his trembling angle bears; 

Each ſhape he varies, and cach art he tries, 

On her bright charms to feaſt his longing eyes. 
A female form at laſt Vertumnus wears, 

With all the marks of reverend age appears, 

His tempits thinly ſpread with filver hairs; 

Prop'd on his ſtaff, and ſtooping as he goes, 

A painted mitre ſheds his furrou u browse 
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The God in this decrepit form array ' d, 
The gardens enter d, and the fruit ſurvey'd; | 
And © Happy you! (he thus addreſs'd the maid) 
& Whoſe charms as far all other nymphs out-mine, 
« As other gardens are excell'd by thine!” 
Thea kiſs'd the fair; (his kiſſes warmer grow 
Than ſuch as women on their ſex beſtow.) 
Then plac'd beſide her on the flowery ground, 
Beh-ld the trces with Autumn's bounty crown'd, 
An elm was near, to whoſe emoraces led, 
The curling vine her ſweliing cluiters ſpread : 
He view'd her twining branches with delight, 
And prais'd the beauty of the plcaſing fight. 
Loet this tall elm, but for this vine (he ſaid) 
Had ſtood neglected, and a barren ſhade; 
And this fair vine, but that her arms jurround 
Her marry'd elm, had crept along tie ground. 

Ah! beauteous maid, let this example more 
Your mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 
Deign to be lov'd, and cv'ry heart ſubdue ! 
What nymph could c'er attract ſuch mend as you 2. 
Not ſhe whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaur's arms, 
Ulyſſcs' Queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. 
Even now, when ſilent ſcorn is all they gain, 
A thouſand court you, tho' they court in vain, 
A thouſand ſylvans, demigods, and gods, 
That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods, 
But if you'll proſper, mark what I adviſe, 
Whem age, and long experience render wiſe, 
I And one whoſe tender care is far above 

All that theſe lovers ever felt of love, 
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(Far more than e' er can by yourſelf eu 
Fix on Vertumnus, and reject the reſt. | 
For his firm faith I dare engage my own; 
Scarce to himſelf, himſelf is better known. 
To diſtant lands Vertumnus never roves ; 
Like you, contented with his native groves ; | 
Nor at firſt ſight, like moſt, admires the fair; 
For you he lives; and you alone ſhall ſhare 

His laſt affeQtion, as his early care. | [ 
Beſides, he's lovely far above the reſt, 

With youth immortal, and with beauty bleſt. 
Add, that he varies every ſhape with eaſe, 

And tries all forms that may Pomona pleaſe, 

But what ſhould moſt excite a mutual flame, 
Your rural cares, and pleaſures are the ſame. 

To him your orchards early fruits are due, 
| (A pleaſing offering when 'tis made by you) 

He. values the ; but yet (alas!) complains, 

That (till the beſt and deareſt gift remains. 

Not the fair fruit that on yon” branches glows 
Wich that ripe red th' autumnal ſun beſtows; 

Nor taſteful herbs that in theſe gardens riſe, 
Which the kind ſoil with milky ſap ſupplies; 
You. only you, can move the God's deſire : 

Oh crown ſo conſtant and fo pure a fire! 
Let ſoft compaſſion touch your gentle mind; 
Think, 'tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind; 

So may no froſt, when early buds appear, 

Deſtroy the promiſe of the youthful year; 

Nor winds, when firſt your flo i orchard blows, 
Shake the light bloſſoms from their blaſted boughs! 
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This when the various God had urg'd in vain, 
He ſtrait afſum'd his native form again ; 
Such, and fo bright an aſpect now he bears, 
As when thro' clouds th' e nerging fun appears, 
And thence exerting his relulgent ray, 
Diſpels the darkneſs, and eveals the day. 
Force he prepar'd, but check'd the raſh deſign; 
For when, appcaring in a form divine, 
The Nymph ſurveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face ! 
In her ſoft breaſt conſenting paſſions niove, 
And the warm maid coafels'd a mutual love. 


| IMITA TIONS 


ENGLISH POETS. 


Done by the AuTaor in his Youth. 


I. 
c HAU Cc E R. 


WOMEN ben full of Ragerie, 
vet ſwinken nat ſans ſec-efie. 

| Thilke mocal (hall ye underſtond, 
From Schoole-boy's Tale of fayre Irel-nd 2 
Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 
To file the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 
Right then there paſſen by the Way 
His Annt, and eke her Daughters tway. 

Ducke in his trowſes hath he hent, 
Not to be ſpied of Ladies gent. 
« But ho! our Nephew, (cricth one) 
* Ho quoth another, Cozen John;“ 
And ſtoppen, and lough, and callen out, 
| This Gly Clerk full low doth lout : | 
They aſken that, and talken this, 


& Lo here is Coz, and here is Mis.” 
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But, as he glozeth with foceches ſoote, 

The Ducke ſore tickleth his Erſe roote: 
Fore- piece and buttons all to-breſt, 

Forth thruſt a white neck, and red creſt. 
Te-he, cry'd Ladics; (lerke nought ſpake : 
Miſs ſtar'd; and gray Ducke cryeth Quaake. 
4 O Moder, Moder, (quoth the daughter) 
« Be thilke fame thing Maids longen a'ter ? 
« Bette is to pine on coals and chalk, 

« Then truſt on Mon, whoſe yerde can talke.” 
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| every Town where Thamis rolls tis Tyde, 
A narrow Paſs there is, with houſes low: 
Where ever and anon, the ſtream is ey'd, 
And many a boat, ſoft ſliding to and fro. 
There oft are heard the notes of Infant Woe, 
The ſhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and ſhriller Squall : 
How can ye, Mothers, vex your children fo ? 
Some play, ſome eat, ſome cack againſt the wall, 
And as they erouchen low, for bread and butter call. 
II. 
And on the broken pavement, here and there, 
Doth many a ſtinking ſprat and herring lie; 
A brandy and tobacco ſhop is ncar, 
And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by; 
And here a ſailoc's jacket hangs to dry. 
At every door are ſun-burnt matrons ſeen, 
Mcnding old ncts to catch the ſcaly fry, 
Now ſinging hill, and ſcolding eft between; 
Scolds anſwer foul-mouth'd ſcolds ; bad neighbourhood 


I ween. 
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| III. 
The ſnappiſh cur, (the paſſengers annoy) 
Cloſe at my heel with yelping treble flies; 
Ihe whimpering git, and hoarſer- ſercaming boy, 
Join to the yelping treble, ſhrilling cries; 
The ſcolding Quean to louder notes doth riſe, 
And her full pipes thoſe ih:;iting cries centound; 
To her full pipes the grunt ng bog replies; | 
The grunting hogs alarm the ncigh:Lons round, 
And curls, girls, boys, and ſcolds, in the deep baſ 
ö are droun d. 8 
| IV. 
Hard by a Sty, bencath a roof of thatch, 
Dwclt Obloouy, who in her early dars 
Baſkets of fin at Billinfgate did watch, 
Cod, Whiting, oy ſter, mackiel, ſprat, ot plaice: 


There learn d ſhe ſpeech from tongues that never ceaſe, | 


Slander beſide her, like a magpic, chatters, 

With envy, (ſpitting Cat} dread foe to peace; 

Like a curs'd Cur, Nlalice before her clattcrs, 

And vexing every wig ht, tcars clothes and all to tatten 
| V. . 

Her dugs were mark'd by everv Collicr's hand, 

Her mouth was black as Luii-dogs at the ſtall; 

She ſcratched, bit, and ſpar d ne lace ne band, 

And bitch and rogue her anſwer was to all; 

Nay, een the parts of ſhame by name would call: 

Yea, when ſhe paſſed by or lane or neck, 

Would greet the man who turn'd him to the Wall, 

And by his hand ol.ſcene the porter tock, 

Nor ever did aſkance like modeſt Virgin look. 


Derag 
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| VI. | 
zuch place hath Deptford, navy building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtiong of pitch; 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown, 
And Twick'nam ſuch, which faircr ſcenes enrich, 
Grots, ſtatues, urns, and Jo—n's Dog and Bitch, 
| Ne village is without, on either fide, 
All up the filver Thames, or all adown; 
Ne Richmond's ſelf, from whoſe tall front are ey'd 
Vakes, ſpires, meandring ſtreams, and Windſor's 
towery pride, 


14 IMITATIONS OF 
m. 
WAI. L E R. 


Of a Lapy ſinging to her Lurr. 


| FAIR Charmer, ceaſe, nor make your voice's prize 


A heart reſign'd the conqueſt of your eyes: 
Well might, alas! that threatened veſſel fail, 
We were too bleſt with theſe enchanting lays, 
Which muſt be heavenly when an Angel plays: 
But killing charms your lover's death contrive, 
Left heavenly muſic ſhould be heard alive. 
Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can charm no leſs than he: 
A Poet made the ſilent wood purſue, 
This vocal wood had drawn the Poet too. 
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On a Fan of the Author's deſign, in which was paint - 
ed the ſtory of CETHALus and Prockis, with the 
Motto, Aura VENI. | 


(COME, gentle Air! th' Zolian ſhepherd ſaid, 
| While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade; 
Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 
While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 
Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 
| Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play! 
In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 
Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound: 
Both gifts deſtructive to the givers prove; | 
Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 
| Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wounds ſhe gives: 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, | 
And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 


Vol. II. M 


ns IMITATIONS o 
IV. 
COWLE Y. 


THE GARDEN. 


FAN would my muſe the flow'ry Treaſure ſing, 


And humble glories of the youthful Spring; 
Where opening Roſes breathing ſweets diffuſe, 
And ſoft Carnations ſhow'r their balmy deus; 
Where Lilies ſmile in virgin robes of white, 
The thin undreſs of ſuperficial Light, 

And vary'd Tulips ſhow ſo dazling gay, 
Bluſhing in bright diverſities of day. 

Each painted flourct in the lake below 

| Surveys its beauties, whence its beautics grow; 
And pale Narciſſus on the bank, in vain 
Transformed, gazes on himſclf again. 

Here aged trees Cathedral Walks compoſe, 
And mount the hill in venerable rows : 

There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 
The Garden's Hope, and its expected ſhade. 


Here Orange-trees with blooms and pendants ſhine, 


And vernal honours to their autumn join; 
Excecd their promiſe in the ripen'd ſtore, 
| Yet in the riſing bloſſom promiſe more. 


There in bright drops the cryital Fountains play, 


By Laurels ſhielded from the piercing day ; 
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Where Daphne, now a tree as once a maid, 

Still from Apollo vindicates her ſhade, | 
still turns her beauties from th' invading beam, 
Nor ſeeks in vain for ſuccour to the ſtream, _ 
Tae ſtream at once preſerves her virgin leaves, 
A: once a ſhelter from her boughs receives, 
Where Summer's beauty midſt of Winter ſtays, 
And Winter's Coolneſs ſpite of Summer's rays. 


3 *IMITATIONS OF 


WEEPI N C. 


WHILE Celia's Tears make ſorrow bright, 
Proud grief ſits ſwelling in her eyes; 

The Sun, next thoſe the faireſt light, 

Thus from the Ocean firſt did rife: 

And thus thro' Miſts we ſce the Sun, 

Which clſe we durſt not gaze upon. 


Theſe filver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretel the fervour of the day: | 

So from one cloud ſoft ſhow'rs we view, 
And blaſting lightnings burſt away. 

The ſtars that fall from Celia's eye, 

Declare our doom indrawing nigh. 


The Baby in that ſunny Sphere 
So like a Phaeton appears, 
That Heav'n, the threaten'd World to ſpare, 
Thought fit to drown him in her Tears: 
Elſe might th' ambitious Nymph aſpire, 
To ſet, like him, Heav'n too on fire. 


ENGLISH POETS ny 
. 
Z. of ROCHESTER. 
ON SILENCE. 


| 
cl LEVCE! coeval with Eternity: 
Thou wert, ere Nature's {cif began to he, 
Twas one vaſt Nothing, all, and all ſlept faſt in thee, 
N I1. 
Thine was the ſx1y. ere heav'n was form'd. or earth, 
Ece fruitful Thought conceiv'd creation's birth, 
Or midwite word gave aid. and ſpoke the infant forth. 
it. | 
Then various elements, againſt thee join'd, 
In one more various animal comt.in'd, 
Aud fram'd the clam'covs race of buſy Human-kind, 
IV. 
The tongue mov'd gently fi-t. and ſpecch was low 
Till wrangling Science taught it noi c and ſhow, 
And wicked Wit aroſe, thy molt avutive 10e. 
; ; V. 
But rebel Wit deſerts thee oft” in vain; 
Loſt in the maze of Words he turns again, 
And kicks a ſurei ſtate, and courts thy geatle reign, 
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| 5 
Afffcted Senſe thou kindly doſt ſet free, 
Oppreſs'd with argumental tyranny, | 
And routcd Reaſon finds a ſaſe retreat in thee, 
VII. | 
With thee in private moc eſt Dulneſs lies, 
And in thy botom lurks in I hought's diſguiſe; 
Thou varniſher of Fools, and cheut of all the Wiſe! 
| Tis | 
Yet thy indulgence is by Loth confeſt; 
Folly by thee lies ſlec ping in the breaſt, 
And tis in thee at laſt that Wiſdom ſccks for reſt. 
| | IX. | 
Silence the knave's repute, the whore's good name, 
The only honour of the wiſhing dame: 


Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 


X, 
But could ſt thou ſeize jome tongues that now are 
— out. | : 

How Church and State ſhould be obliz'd to thee? 
At Senate, and at Lar, how welcome v ould'ſt thou be? 
XI. 

Yet ſpeech ev'n there, tubmiſlively withdraws, 
From rights of tubjcQs, and the poor man's cauſe : 
Then pompous Silence reigns, and ſtills the noisy 
Laws. | 
| XII. | | 
| Paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 
| What Favr'rites gain, and what the Nation owes, 
Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoſe, 


. 
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XIII. 
The conntry wit, religion of the town, 
Ie courtier's learning, policy o'tli' gown, 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd; and ſhine in thee alone. 
„ XIV. 
The parſon's cant, the lawver's ſophiſtry, 
Lord's quibble, critic's jeſt ; all end in thee, 
All reſt in peace at Luſt ep eternally, 


k. of DORSET, 
ARTEMI1SI 


| ＋ HO' Artemiſia talks, by fits, 
Of councils, claſlics, fathers, wits; 
Reads Maliranche, Boyle, and Locke 
Jet in tome things methinks ſhe fails, | 
*[ were well if ſhe would pair ker nails, 
And wear a cleaner tlinock. 


Hanrhty and hnge as High-Dutch bride, 
Such niſtineſs, and ſo much pride 
Arc ocdiy ;oin'd by fate: | 
On her large ſquab you find her ſpread, 
Like a fat corpic upon a bed, | 
IJhat lies and ſtinks in ſtate. 


She wears no colours (ſign of grace) 

On any part except her face; | 

| All white and black beſide: 
Dauntleis her look, her geſture proud, 

Her voice theatricaily loud, 


And maſculinc her ſtride. 


So have l ſeen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a Mag pic hight, 
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Maje ſtically (ilk; 

| A ſtately, worthleſs wk 

That plics the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 


134  TMITATIONS OF 


P H R T N E. 


PYRYNE had talents for mankind, 
Open ſhe was, and unconfin'd, 
Like ſome free port of trade : 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And Agents from each foreign ſtate, 
Here firſt their entry made. 


Her learning and good breeding fuch, 

Whether th' Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her: 

To all obliging ſhe'd appear : 

*T was Si Signior, *twas Tau Mynbeer, 
"Twas S'il vous plaiſt, Monſieur. 


Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 

Still changing names, religions, climes, 

At length ſhe turns a Bride: 

In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 

She ſhines the firſt of batter'd jades, | 
And flutters in her pride. 


So have | known thoſe Inſects fair 

(Which curious Germans hold ſo rare) 
Still vary ſhapes and dyes ; | 

Still gain new Titles with new forms; 

| Firſt grubs obſcene, then wriggling worms, 

I ̃ ben painted butterflies. | 
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Da. SWIFT. 


The Heppy Life of a Co ux rr 
PAASsO W. 


VF 


PARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 
Are better than the biſhop's Lleſſing. 

| A Wiie that makes conſerves; a Steed 

That carries double when there's need: 

October ſtore. and beſt Virginia, 

Tythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea : 

| Gaxettes ſent gratis down, and frank'd, 

For which thy Patron's weekly thank'd ; 

A large Concordance, bound long ſince ; 

Sermons to Charles the Tirſt, when Prince: 

A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding ; 

A Chryſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 

The Polyglot —three parts, — my text, 

Howbeit, — lixewiſe — now to my next. 

Lo here the Scptuagint, — and Paul, 

To ſum the whole, —the cloſe of all. 

He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire, and kiſs his Wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill ; 

And faſt on Fridays —if he will; 

Toaſt Church and Qucen, explain the News, 
Talk with Church-Wardens about Pews, 
Pray heartily for ſome new Gift, 

And ſhake his head at Dr. S——t. 
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RK PIGBTLR 

T © 
ROBERT Earl of Oxroxo, and 
Earl MoxTiMGiR. 


QUCH were the notes thy once- low d Poet ſung, 


Till Death untimely ſtop'd his tuneful tongue. 


Oh juſt beheld! and loſt ! admir'd and mourn'd ! 
With ſofteſt manners, gentleſt arts adorn'd ! 
Bleſt in each ſcience, bleſt in every ſtrain ! 
Dear to the Muſe | to HARLEY dear—in vain ! 
For him, thou oft haſt bid the World attend, 
Fond to forget the ſtateſman in the friend; 
For Swirr and him deſpis'd the farce of ſtate, 
The ſober ſollies of the wiſe and great; 
Dextrous, the craving, fawning croud to quit, 
And pleas'd to ſcape from Flattery to Wit. 

Abſent or dead, till let a friend be dear, 
(A ſigh the abſent claims, the dead a tear) 
Recall thoſe nights that clos'd thy toilſome days, 
Still hear thy PaANEII in his living lays, 
Who, careleſs now of Intereſt, Fame, or Fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e er was great; 
Or decming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Beholds thee glorious only in thy Fall. 

| N 2 
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And ſure, if aught below the ſeats divine 
Can touch Immortals, tis a Soul like thine : 
A ſoul ſupreme, in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all Tain, all Paſſion, and all Pride, 
e rage of Power, the blaſt of public breath, 
Tc luſt of Lucre, and the dread of Death. 

In vain to Deſarts thy retreat is made; 
The Muſe attends thee to thy ſilent ſhade : 
*Tis hers, the brave man's lateſt ſteps to trace, 
Rejudge his acts, and dignify diſgrace. 

When Intereſt calls off all her ſneaking train, 
And all th' oblig'd deſert, and all the vain; 
She waits, or to the Scaffold, or the cell, 
When the laſt lingering friend has bid farewell. 


Even now, ſhe {ſhades thy Evening-walk with bays, 


(No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) 
Even now, obſervant of the parting ray, 
Eyes the calm Sun-ſet of t'. y various Day, 
Thro Fortune's cloud one truly great can ſee, 
Nor fears to tell, that Moxriuxx is he. 
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To ] AMES CRAGGS, Eſq; 
SECRETAKY of $rare. 


A Soul as full of Worth, as void of Pride, 
Which nothing ſecks to ſhew, or necds to Tf, 

Which nor to Gait noc Fear, its Caution owes, 
And wboults a Warmth that from no Paſſion flows. 
A Face unt:ught to ſcign, a juiging Eye, 

Th:t darts ſcrert upon a riſing Lic, 
And ſtrikes à bluſh thro' frontleſs Flattery. 

All this thou wert; and being this before, 

Know, Kings and ortune cannot make thee more. 
Then ſcoin io gain a f.icad by fervile ways, 

Nor uich to loſe a oe theſe Virtucs raiſe; 

But canuid. free. fncere as you begun, 
Proceed — a Nlinitter, but (till a Man. 

Ee not (exalted to whatc'er degree) 

Aihim'd of any Friend, not even of Ne : 
Tin. Patrior's plain, but untiod, path purſue; 

If no, tis I mut be atham'd of You. 
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LS yP187T1i2 
T o 
Ma. JERVAS, 


With Mr. Dzxrypen's Tranſlation of Faesnorv's 
| Art of Painting. 


T8 Verſe be thine, my friend, nor thou refuſe 

This from no venal or ungrateful Muſe. | 
Whether thy hand ſtrike out ſome free deſign, 
Where Life awakes, and dawns at every line; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd maſs, 
And from the canvas call the mimic face: 
Read theſe inſtructive leaves, in which conſpire 
Freſnoy's cloſe Art, and Dryden's native Fire: 
And reading with, like theirs, our fate and fame, 
$0 mix'd our ſtndics, and fo join'd our name; 
Like them to ſhine thro” long ſucceeding age, 
$0 juſt thy ſkill, ſo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Siſter-Arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 


And each from each contract new ſtrength and light, 


How oft in pleaſing taſks we wear the day, 
While ſummer-ſuns roll unperceiv'd away ? 
How oft our ſlowly-growing works impart, 
While Images reflect from art to art? 
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How oft review; each finfing like a friend 

Something to blame, and ſomething to commend ? 
What flatt ring ſcenes our wand'ring fancy wrought, 

Rome's pompous glorics riſing to our thought! 

Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 

Fir'd with Ideas of fair Italy. 

With thee on Raphael's Monument I mourn, 

Or wait inſpiring Dreams at Maro's Urn 

With thee repoſe where Tully once was laid, 

Or ſeek ſome Ruin's formidable ſhade : 

While fancy brings the vaniſh'd piles to view, 

And builds imaginary Rome a-new, 

Here thy well-ſtudicd marbles fix our eye; 

A fading Freſco here demands a ſigh : 

Fach heavenly piece unwearicd we compare, 

Match Raphacl's grace with thy lov'd Guido's air, 

Carracci's ſtrength, Corregio's ſofter line, 

Paulo's free ſtroke, and Titian's warmth divine. 
How fiaiſh'd with illuſtrious toil appears 

This ſmall, well-poliſh'd Gem, the * work of years? 

Yet ſtill how faint by precept is expreſs'd 

Tie living image in the painter's breaſt ? 

Thence endleſs ſtreams of fair Ideas flow, 

Strike in the ſketch, or in the picture glow; 

Thence beauty, waking all her forms, ſupplies 

An Angel's tweetneſs, or Bridgewatet's eycs. 
Muſe ! at that Name thy ſacred ſorrows ſhed, 

| Thoſe tears eternal, that embalm the dead: 


* Freſnoy employed above twenty years. in finiſhe 
ing his Pocm, 
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Call round her Tomb each object of deſire, 
Each purer frame inſorm'd with purer fire: 
Bid her be all that chears or ſoſtens life, 

The tender ſiſter, dauchter, iriead, and wife : 
Bid her be all that makes mankind adore; 
Then view this mar: le, and be vain no more! 


Yet ſtill her charms in breathing paint cng ge; 


Her mod. (t check ſhall warm a :uture ace. 
Beauty, frail flower that every traſfon (cars, 
Blooms in chy colours for a thoutund yeors. 
Thus Chruchil:'s race ſhall other I cart, ſurprize, 
And other Beauties envy Woilley's cy es; 

Each pleaſing blount ſhall endlefs ſmiles beſtow, 
And ſoft Belinda's bluth ſor ever glow. 

Oh laſtirg as thoſe Colcurs may they ſhine, 
Free as thy flroke, yet faukklef, as thy line; 
New graces yea. Ike thy works ditplay, 

Soſt without weakneſs, without glaring gay; 
Led by fore rule that guides, Lut not conſtr 
And nd more thro' happineſs than puins. 
The Kindred Arts ſhall in their praiic confpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. 

Yet ſhould the Graces all thy fgurcs place, 
And breathe an air divine on every face 

Yet ſhould the Mutes bid my numbers roll | 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their \ - ; 
With Zcuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 

And theſe be ſung till Granville's Myra die: 
Alas! how little ſrom the grave ue claim! 
Thou but preſcry ſt a Face, and la Name. 


E „ wes he 
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LK F14TL.RT 
- 

Mss BLOUNT, 
With the Wonxs of VOITURE: 


IN theſe gay thoughts the Loves and Graces ſhine, 
And all the Writer lives in every line; 

His eaſy art may happy Nature ſeem, 

Trifles themſelves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 

Who, without flattery, pleas'd the Fair and Great; 

Still with eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; 

With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred : 

His heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare, 

His time, the Muſe, the witty and the fair. 

Thus wiſcly careleſs, innocently gay, 

Cheurful he play'd the trifle, Life, away; 

Till Cate ſcarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt, 

As ſmiling infants ſport themſelves to reſt. 

Even rival Wits did Voiture's death deplore, 

And the gay mourn'd who never mourn'd before; 

The trueſt hearts for Voiture heav'd with ſighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the brighteſt Eyes : | 

The Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Voiture's death, 

1 But that for ever in his lines they breathe. 
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Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and ſcrious Comedy; 
In every ſcene ſome Mora. let it _ 
And, it it can, at once both pic» and preach, 
Let mine, an innocent gay 1 appear, 
And more diverting ſtill than ꝛcgular, 
Have tum: vr, Wit, a native Faic and Grace, 
Tho” not to (trictly bound to i ime and Flace: 
Critics in it, or Life, are hard to pleaſe, 
Few write to thoſe, and none can hive to theſe. 

Too much your Sex is by their forms confin'd, 
Severe to all, but moſt to Womankind; 
Cuſtom, gon 1.lind with Age, mult be your guide; 
Your plcature is a vice, but not your pride; 
By Nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame; 
Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by ſhame. 
Marriage may all thoſe petty Tyrants chace, 
But ſets up one, a greater in their place: 
Well might you wiſh for change by thoſe accurſt, 
But the laſt Tyrant ever proves the worſt. 
Still in conſtraint your ſuffering ſex remains, 
Or bound in ſormal, or in real chains: 
Whole years neglected, for ſome months ador'd, 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord. 
Ah quit not the fret innocence of life, 
For the dull glory of a virtuous Wiſe; 
Nor let falſe Shews, nor empty Titles pleaſe : 
Aim not at Joy, but reſt content with Eaſe. 
Ihe Gods, to curſe Pamela with her pray'rs, 
Save the gilt Coach and dæppled Flinders Mares, 
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The ſhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ſtate, 
And, to complete her bliſs, a Fool for Mate. 
She glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretched Thing ! 
Pride, Pomp, and State but reach her outward part; 
She fighs, and is no Dutcheſs at her heart. 

But, Madam, if the fates withſtand, and ou 
Are deſtin'd Hymen's willing Victim too | 
| Truſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs charms, 
Thoſe, Age or Sickneſs, ſoon or late diſarms: 
Good humour only teaches charms to laſt, | 
Still makes new conqueſts, and maintains the p.ſt; 
Love, rais'd on Bcauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its ſlender chain a day; 
As flowery bands in wantonneſs are worn, 
A morning's pleaſure, and at evening torn 
This bin4ls in ties more caſy, yet more frong, 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus * Voituce's carly care ſtill ſhone the ſame, 
And Mont hauſier was only chang'd in name: 
By this, cven now they live, even now they charm, 
Their Wit ſtill ſparkling, and their flames ſtill warms 
Nou crown'd with Myrtle, on th' Elyſian coaſt, 
Amid thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoſt : | 
| Pleas'd, while with ſmiles his happy lines you view, 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 
The brighteſt eyes in France inſpir'd his Muſe 
The brighteſt eyes of Britain now peruſe ; 
And dead, as living, tis our Author's pride 
Nill to charm thoſe who charm the world beſide. 

| Madame, ſelie n. 
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EL P1ETL ARE 
To the Same, 


On her leaving the Town after the CononaT1ON. 


AS ſome fond virgin, whom her mother's care 
Drags from the town to wholeſome country-air, 

Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 

And hear a ſpark, yet think no danger nigh ; 

From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, 

Jet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever: 

Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew, 

Saw others happy, and with ſighs withdrew; 

Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, 

She ſigh'd not that they ſtay'd, but that ſhe went. 
She went to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 


Old-faſhion'd halls, dull Aunts, and croaking rooks: 


She went from Opera, Park, Aſſembly, Play, 
To morning-walks, and prayers three hours a day; 
To part her time 'twixt reading and Bohea, 
To muſe, and fpill her ſolitary tea, | 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the ſpoon, 
Count the flow Clock, and dine exact at noon; 
Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the Squire; 
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Up to her godly garret after ſeven, 
There ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to heaven. 

Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ; 
Whoſe game is Whiſk, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſack; 
Who viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 

Then gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries, No words! 

Or with his hound comes hallooing from the ſtable, 

Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ; 

Whoſe laaghs are hearty, tho' h:s jeſts are coarſe, 
And loves you beſt of all things—but his horſe. 

In ſome fair evening, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade; 

In penſive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 

See Coronations riſe on every green, 

Before you paſs th* imaginary ſights 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter'd Knights, 

| While the ſpread fan o'crſhades your cloſing eyes; 

Then give one flirt, and all the viſion flies. 

Thus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 

So when your Slave, at ſome dear idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with head-aches, or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 

And while he ſcems to ſtudy, thinks of you; 

Juſt when his fancy points your ſprightly eyes, 

Or ſees the bluſh of ſoft Parthenia riſe, 

Gay pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite, 

Streets, Chairs, and Coxcombs ruſh upon my ſight 

Vex'd to be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, NE 

Look four, and hum a Tune, as you may now. 
Vor. II. 0 


THE 
BASSET-TABLE. 
3 
E C IL O G uE. 


c AR DELIA. SMILINDA. 


| | CaxprIIA. | 
#4 þ HE Baſet-Table ſpread, the Tallier come; 
Why ſtays Sm1LiNnDa in the Drefſing-Room ? 
Riſe, penſive Nymph, the Tallier waits for you: 
SMILINDA. | 
Ah, Madam, ſince my Snares is untrue. 
I joyleſs make my once ador'd Alpen. ) 
I aw him ſtand behind OmBrEtiaA's Chair | 
And whiſper with that ſoft, deluding air, | 5 
And thoſe ſcign'd ſighs which cheat the liſt ning fair. 
| CARDELIA. | 
Is this the cauſe of your romantic ſtrains ? 
A mighticr grief my heavy heart ſuſtains. | 
As you by love, fo I by Fortune croſs d; 
One, one bad Deal, Three Septlevas have loſt. 
| ; SMILINDA. | 
Is that the gricf, which you compare with mine ? 
With caſe, the ſmiles of Fortune I reſign: 
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Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone; 
Were lovely SuarPER mine, and mine alone. 
CARDELIA, 
A lover loſt, is but a common care; 


And prudent nymphs againſt that change prepare: 


The KNAvx of CLuss thrice loſt: Oh! who could 
gueſs | | 
This fatal ſtroke, this unforſeen diſtreſs ? 
| SMILINDA. 
See BerTTY LoveT! very a propos, 
ghe all the cares of Love and Play does know: 
Dear Betty ſhall th' important point decide; 
Betty, who oft the pain of each has try d; 
Impartial, ſhe ſhall ſay who ſuffers molt, 
By Cards Ill Uſage, or by Lovers Loſt. 
Lover. 
Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I ſtay, 
Tho' time is precious, and I want ſome tea. 
CARDELIA. 
| Bchold this Equipage, by Mathers wrought, 
With fifty Guineas (a great Pen worth) bought. 
See, on the Tooth-pick. Mars and Cupid ſtrive; 
And both the ſtruggling figures ſeem alive. 
Upon the bottom ſhines the Queen's bright Face; 
A Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-Caſe. 
Jove, Jove himſelf does on the Sciſſors ſhine ; 
| Tha Metal, and the Workmanſhip, divine! 
SMILINDA. | 
| This Snufſ-box,—once the pledge of Sharper's love, 
1 When rival beauties for the preſent ſtrove ; 
| | 0 2 
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At Corticelli”'s he the raffle won; 

Then firſt his paſſion was in public ſhown : 

HAZARDIA bluſh'd, and turn'd her head aſide, 

A Rival's envy (all in vain) to hide. | 

This Snuf-box,—on the Hinge ſee Brilliants ſhine * 

This Snuff-box will I ſtake; the prize is mine. 
CarDELIia 

Alas! far leſſer loſſes than I bear, 

Have made a Soldier ſigh, a Lover ſwear. 

And oh! what makes the diſappointment hard, 

Twas my own Lord that drew the fatal Card. 

In complaiſance, I took the Queen he gave; 

Tho' my own ſecret wiſh was for the Krave. 

The Rave won Sonica, which I had choſe; 

And the next Pull, my Septleva I loſe, 
SMILINDA. 

But ah ! what aggravates the killing ſmart, 

The crucl thought, that ſtabs me to the heart; 

This curs'd OMmBREL1A, this undoing Fair, 

By whoſe vile arts this heavy grief | bear; 

She, at whoſe name I ſhed theſe ſpiteful tears, 

She owes to me the very charms ſhe wears. 

An aukward Thing, when f:r{t ſhe came to Town; 

Her ſhape unfaſhion'd, and her Face unknown : 

She was my friend; I taught her firſt to ſpread 

Upon her ſallow cheeks enlivening red: 

J introduc'd her to the Park and Plays; 

And by my intereſt, Cozens made her ſtays. 

Vograteful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 

She dares to ſteal my Favourite Lover's heart. 
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: CARDELI1A., 

Wretch that I was, how often have 1 ſwore, 
When WIN NAIL tally'd, I would punt no mote ? 

I know the bite yet to my ruin run; 
And ſee the Folly, which 1 cannot ſhun. 
SMILINDA. 

How many maids have Sharper's vows decch -d! 
How many curs' d the moment they believ'd ? 

Yet his known Falſhoods could no warning prove : 
__ what is warning to a Maid iu Love ? 
CARDELIA. 

But of what marble muſt that breaſt be form'd, 
To gaze on B. et, and remain unwarm d? 
When Kings, Queens, Kneves, are ſet in d.cent rank; 
Expos'd in glorious heaps the tempting Bank, 
Guineas, Half-guineas, all the ſhining train; 

The Winner's pleaiure, and the loſer's pain: 
In bright confuſion open Ronleaus lie, 

Tney ſtrike the 5oul, and glitter in the Eye. 
Fir'd by the fight, all reaſon 1 diſdain ; 

My Paſhons riſe, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Baſſzt, you who reaſon bot; 
And ſee if reaſon mult not there be loſt. 

5 SMILINDA. 

What more than mar. le muſt that heart compoſe, 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's Vous? 

Then, when he trembles when his Bluthes riſe ! 
When awiul Love ſrems melting in his Eyes! 
With eager beats his Mechlin Cravat moves : 

He loves, —l whiſper to myſelf He loves! 
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Such unfeign'd Paſſion in his looks appears, 

J loſe all memory of my former fears; 

My panting heart confeſſes all his charms, 

I yield at once, and fink into his arms. | 

Think of that moment, you who prudence toaſt ; : 

For ſuch a moment, Prudence well were loſt. 
CARDEL!A. 

At the Groom-Porter's, batter'd Bullies play, 
$ome Duxes at Mary-Bone bowl Time away. 
But who the Bowl, or rattling Dice compares 
To Baſſet's heavenly Joys, and pleaſing Cares? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft StmMPLICETTA doats upon a 8 
PrxuDINA hates a Man and laughs at Show. 
Their ſeveral graces in my Su axe meet; 
Strong as the Footman, as the Maſter ſweet. 

Lover. | 

Ceaſe your contention, which has been too long; 
I grow impatient, and the Tea's too ſtrong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide; 

Ine Eguipage ſhall grace Suitixda's Side: 
The Sxuff-box to Can bz IIA I decree, 
Now leave complaining, and begin your Tea. 
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Verbatim from BOI L E A U. 


Un Jour, dit un Auteur, &c. 


NCE (ſays an Author, where I need not ſay) 
Two travellers found an Oyſter in their way; 
Both ficrce ; both hungry the diſpute grew ſtrong, 
Waile Scale in hand Dame Ju ice paſt along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the cauſe, 
Dame Jaſtice weighing long the doubtſul Right, 
Takes, opens, ſwallows it, before their ſight. 
The cauſe of ſtrife remov'd ſo rarely well, 
There take (ſays Fuſtice) take ye each a ſrell, 
We thrive at Wetmin/ter on Fools like you: 
Twas a fat Oyſter— Live in peace — Adicu. 


ANSWER to che following Queſtion 


of Mrs. Ho w E. 


WHAT is ProDery ? | 
| | "Tis a Bcldans, 
Seen with Wit and Beauty ſeldom. 
"Tis a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows. 

"Tis (no, tisn't/ kke Miſs Meadows, 
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"Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, 

O'd, and void of all good-nature; 
Lean and fretful ; would ſrem wiſe; 
Yet plays the fool before ſhe dies. 
"Tis an ugly envious Shrew, 

That rails at dcar Lepe:! and You, 


Occaſioned by ſome Verſes of his Grace 
tac Juke of BUCKINGHAM. 


MY SE, 'tis enough +: at length thy labour ends, 
And thou thalt live, for Buckingham commends, 

Let Crowds of Critics now my verſe aſſail, 

Let Dennis write, and nameleſs numbers rail: 

This more than pays whole years of thankleſs pain, 

Time, health, and fortune are not loſt in vaio. 

Sheffield approves, conſenting Phoebus bends, 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 


Wl 
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A 
PROLOGUE 
By Mr. Pors, 


To a Play for Mr. DznN1s's Benefit, in 1733, when 
he was old, blind, and in great Diſtreſs, a little 


AS when that Hero, who in each Campaign, 
Had brav'd the Goth, and many a Vandal ſlain, 

Lay Fortune-ſtruck, a ſpactacle of Woe ! 

Wept by each friend, forgiven by every Foes 

| Was there a gen'rous, a reflectiug mind, 

| But piticd Ber16azvs old and blind ? 

Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 

A common Soldier, but who c'\ubb'd his Mite ? 

Such, ſuch emotions ſhould in Britons riſe, 

When preſs'd by want and weakneſs, Dennis lies; 

| Dennis who long had warr'd with modern Huns, 
Their Quiobles routed, and defy'd their Puns 

A deſpe.ute Bulwark, ſturdy, firm, and ficrce, 

Againſt the Gothic Sons of frozen verſe : 

How chang'd from him who made the boxes groan, 

And ſhook the ſtage with thunders all his own! 

Stood up to daſh each vain PxeETENDeR's hope, 

Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the Pork? 
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If there's 2 Briton then, true bred and born, 
Who holds Dragoons and wooden iiwes in ſcorn; 
If there's a Critic of diſtinguiſh'd rage; | 
If there's a Senior, who contemns this age; 

Let him to-night his juſt aſſiſtance lend, 
And be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's Friend. 


M ACER: ACHARAcTER. 


HEN ſimple Macer, now of high renown, 
Firſt ſought a Poct's Fortune in the Town, 

"Twas all th' Ambition his high foul could feel, 
To wear red ſtockings, and to dine with Steel. 
Some Ends of verſe his betters might afford, 
And gave the harmleſs fellow a good word. 
Set up with theſe. he ventur'd on the 'Vown, 
And with a borrow'd Play, out-did poor Crown. 
There he ſtopp'd ſhort, nor ſince has wrote a tittle, 
But has the Wit to make the moſt of little : 
Like ſtunted hide-bound 'I'rces, that juſt have got 
Sufficient ſap at once to beat and tot. | 
Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 

So ſome coarſe Country Wench, almoſt decay'd, 
Trudges to town, and firſt turns Chambermaid; 
Aukward and ſupple, each devoir to pay; 

She flatters her good Lady twice a day; 
Thought wondrous honeſt, tho' of mean degree, 
nd ſtrangely lik'd for her Simplicity : 


my 
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1 a tranſlated Suit, then tries the Town, 

With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own 2 
But Juſt endur'd the Winter ſhe began, 

And in four Months a batter'd Harridan. 

Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale and ſirnak, 
| [To bawd for others, and go ſhares with Punk. 


70 
Mr. JOHN MO OR E, 
AUTHOR of the x:lebrated Worx Powozz. 
OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by ſhews and forms ! 


nate er we think, whate'er we ſee, 
All Humankind are Worms. 


is a very Worm by birth, 
Vile, reptile, weak, and vain! 
while he crawls upon the earth, 
Then ſhrinks to carth again, 


Woman is a Worm, we find 
E'er ſince our Grandame's evil 
firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
That ancient Worm the Devil. 


Learn'd themſelves we Book-worms name, 
The Blockhead is a Slow worm! 

Nymph whofe tail is all on flame, 

lb aptly term'd a Glow-worm ; 
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The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a day ; 
Firſt from a Worm they take their riſe, 
And in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer an Earwig grows ; 

Thus Worms ſuit all conditions ; 
Miſers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus, 
And Death- watches Phy ſicians. 


That Stateſmen have the worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding play ; 
Their Conſcience is 3 Worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 


Ah Moore ! thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, 

If thou couldſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies! 


O learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane, 

| Who ſett ſt our entrails free; 

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhall cat even thee, 


Our fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more 
Even Buttons Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 


MISCELLANIES. 


S O NG, by a Perſon of Quality. 


Written in the Year 1733. 


PLott'ring ſpread thy purple Pinions, 


Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart; 
I a Slave in thy Dominions; 
Nature muſt give Way to Art. 
| | | II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 


Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks, 


See my weary Days conſuming, 
All beneath yon flow'ry Rocks. 
III. 
Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 


Mourn'd Adonis, darling Louth: 


Him the Boar, in ſilence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting Tooth. 
_ 


Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers ; 


Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the Lyre ; 


Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers: 


Brighr Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, King of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 
Lead me to the Cryſtal Mirrors, 
Wat 'r ing ſoft Elyſian plains. 
Vol. II. 1 
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VI. 
Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Avrelia's Brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my Pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying Vows. 
VII. 
Melancholy ſmooth Maeander, 
Swiftly purling in a Round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flowery Chaplets crown'd. 
| In. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent Mate, 
See the Bird of Juno ſtooping; 
Melody reſigns to Fate. 


On a certain LADY at Covnr:. 


| Know the thing that's moſt uncommon; 
(Envy be filent, and attend !) 
I know a reaſonable Woman, 
— Handſome and witty, yet a Friend. 


Not warp'd by Paſſion, aw'd by Rumour, 
Not grave thro' Pride, nor gay thro' Folly, 
An cqual mixture of good Humour, 5 

And ſenſible foft mckachely, 


MISCELLANIES 163 


« Has ſhe no faults then (Envy ſays) Sir?“ 
Yes, ſhe has one, I mult aver: 

When all the World conſpires to praiſe her, 
The Woman's deaf and docs not hear. 


On his GROTTO at Twickenh am, 
COMPOSED OF 


MarBLEs, Sears, Gxus, Onzs, and MineaaLs. 


T HOU who ſhalt ſtop, where Thames' tranſlucent 
. wave | 

Shines a broad Mirrour thro' the ſhadowy Cave; 

| Where ling'ring drops from min'ral roofs diſtill, 

And pointed Cryſtals break the ſparkling Rill, 

Unpolith'd Gems no Ray on Pride beſtow, 

| And latent Metals innocently glow : 

Approach, Great NaTuxe ſtudiouſly behold ! 
And eye the mine without a wiſh for Gold. 
Approach: But awful! Lo! th' Zgcrian Grott, 
Where, nobly penſive, ST. Joux fate and thought 
Where Britiſh ſighs from dying Wrxpuan ſtole, 
And the bright flame was ſhot thro' MaxcumoxT's | 
Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſacred Floor, 

Who dare to love their Country, . and be poor. 
1 | | P 2 | | 
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To Mrs. M. B. on her BIRTH-Dar. 


On de thou blen with all that Heav'n enn ſend, 


Long Health, long Youth, long — and a 


Friend: 

Not with thoſe Toys the female world as 
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 

With added years, if Life bring nothing new, 
But like a Sieve, let ev'ry bleſſing thro', 
Some joy till loſt, as each vain year runs o'er, 
And all we gain, ſome ſad Reflection more; 
Is that a Birth-Day ? *'tis alas! too clear, 
*Tis but the Fun'ral of the former year. 

Let Joy or Eaſe, let Affluence or Content, 
And the gay Conſcience of a life well ſpent, 
Cain ev'ry thought, inſpirit ev'ry grace, 
C.ow in thy heart, and ſmile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 

Til Death unfelt that tender frame deſtroy, 
In ſome ſoſt dream or Ecſtaſy of joy, 
Peaceful {lecp out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And wake to raptuics in a Life to Come. 
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To Mr. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 
On his Birth Day, 1742. 


ESIGN'D to live, prepar'd to die, 
With not one (in, but poctry, 


This day Tou's fair account has run 


(Without a blot) to cighty one. 

K.nd Boyle, betore his port. lays 

A table, with a cloth of bays: 

And Ircland, mother of ſweet fingers, 
Pre:cnts her harp ſtill to his fingers. 

The feaſt, his tow'ring genius marks 

In „onder witd-yoote and the larks ! 

Ine muſhrooms jhow his wit was ſudden ! 
And for his judgment, low a pudding ! 


| Roalt beef, tho old, proclaims him ltout, 


And grace, altho' a bard, devout. 
May Tou, whom Hearn fent down to raile 
Ihe price of prologuce and of pluys, 


Be ev'ry birth-day more a winner, 


D's eſt his thicty-thouſandth dinner; 
Walk to his grave without reproach, 


Aud icvia a raſcal and a coach. 


P-.3 


Fp 


His ſaltem accumulem donis, et ſungar inani 
| Munere ! | Vike, 


I. 


On CHARLES Earl of Dos x r, 
In the Church of Wytham in Suſſex. 


Dosszr. the Grace of Courts, the Muſes Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd. 
The ſcourge of Pride, tho' ſanctified or great, 

Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State : 

Yet ſoft his Nature, tho' ſevere his Lay, 

His Anger moral, and his Wiſdom gay. 

Bleſt Sat'riſt ! who touch'd the Mean fo true, 

As ſhow'd, Vice had its hate and pity too. 


Bleſt Courtier ! who could King and Country pleaſe, 


Yet ſacred keep his Friendſhips, and his Eaſe. 
Bleſt Pcer! his great Forefathers ev'ry grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his Race; 

Where other BucxnvssTs, other DoxstTs ſhine, 
And Patriots ſtill, or Pocts, deck the Line. 


rA 165 
n. 
On Sir WILLIAu TauuBAL, 


One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
WiLLtianti{.whohaving reſigned his Place, 
died in his Rtirement at Kaſthamſted in Berk- 
ſhire, 1716. | 


A Pleaſing Form; a firm, vet cautious Mind; 

*.** Sincere, tho' prudent; conſtant, yet relign'd : 
| Honour unchang'd, a Principle profeſt, 

Fix'd to one fide, but mod rate to the reſt : 

| An honeſt Courtier, yet a Patriot too; 

Juſt to his Prince, and to his Country true : 

Fill d with the Senſe of Age, the Fire of Youth, 
A Scorn of wrangling, yet a Zcal for Truth; 

A zen'roa; Faith, from Superſtition free; 

A love to Peace, and hate of Tyranny ; 

Such this Man was; who now, from Earth remov'd, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he lov'd. 


III. 


On the Hon. Stuox Harcourt, 


Only Son of the Lord Chancellor HaxcourrT; 
at the Church of Stanton- Harcourt in Ox- 
fordſhire, 1720. 


O this fad ſhrine, whoever thou art ! draw near, 
Here lies the Friend moſt lov'd, the Son moſt drar: 
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Who ne'cr knew Joy, but Friendſhip might divide, 
Or gave his Father Grief but when he dy'd. 

How vain is Reaſon. Eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope muſt tell what tHarcover cannot ſpeak. 
Ch let thy once-lov'd Friend inſcribe thy Stone, 
nd, with a Father s ſorrows mix his own! 


IV. 


On JAMES CRAGGS, FA. 
Ia Weſtminſter Abbey. 


JACOBUS CRAGGS 
nE SIAGNAE BRITANNIAE A SECRETIS 
kx cox siIIIs SANCTIORIBUS, 
IN cITIS PARITER AC POFULL AMOR EP 
© DELICIAE ; 
VIXIT TITULIS ET INViDIA MAJOR 
ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XIV. 
OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 
echoes, yet Friend to Truth ! of Soul fincere, 
In action faith ſul, and in Honour clcar ! 
M ho broke no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private End, 
Who gain'd no Title, and who loſt no friend, 
Enno ed by Himfcl, by All appror'd, 
Frais d, wept, aud honcu d, by the Muſe ke lo d. 
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Intended for Mr. RO WE, 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


| 8 5 HY reliques, Row, to this fair urn we truſt, 
And ſacred, place by Daxrvex's awful duſt : 

Beneath a rude and nameleſs ſtone he lies, 

To which thy Tomb ſhall guide inquiring eyes. 

Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt ! 

Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleſt! 

One greateful woman to thy fame ſupplies 

What a whole thankleſs land to his denies. 


VI. 
Who died of a Cancer in her breaſt. 


HERE reſts a woman good without pretence, 

| Bleſt with plain reaſon, and with ſober Senſe : 
No conqueſts ſhe, but o'er herſelf deſir'd, 

No Arts eſſay d, but not to be admir'd. 

Paſſion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 
Convinc'd that Virtue only is our own. 

So unaffefted, fo compos d a mind; 

So firm, yet ſoft; ſo ſtrong, yet ſo refin'd ; 
Heav'n, as its pureſt gold, by Tortures try'd ; 
The Saint ſuftain'd it, but the Woman dy d. 


< 


VII. 


On the 18 of the Henourable Rox ar 


Dion and uf bis Siſter Mary. eiccted by 


their Father the Io D Dicpy, in the Church 


of Sherborne in Lorleiſhite, 1727. 


0 fair Example of untainted youth, 
Of modcſt wiidom, and pacific truth; 
Compos d in ſuſf rings, ard in joy ſedate, 
Good without no:ſe, without peter ſion great. 
Juſt of thy wore, in ev'ry thought ſincere, 
Who knew no wilh but what the world might hear: 
Of ſofteſt manners, unafſecicd mind, 
Lover of pcace, and friend of human kind: 
Go live! fur Hcav'n's cternal year is thine, 
Go, and exalt thy moral to Dicine. 

And thou, bleſt Maid! attendant on his doom, 
Penſive haſt follow'd to the ſilent tomb, | 
Stcer'd the ſame couile to the fame quiet ſhore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no more! 

Go then, where only bliſs ſincere is known ! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 

Yet take theſe tears, Mortality's relief, 

And till we ſhare your joys, forgive cur grief: 
Thele little rites, a Stone, a Verſe receive ; 
"Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give! 


Wy buys ot my 


A ans AO mA co Do 
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vin, 

q On Sir GoperEy KNELLER, 

In Weſtmiaſter · Abbey, 1723. 


K NF L LER, by Heav'n and not a Maſter taught, 

Whoſe art was Nature, and whoſe Pictures 
Thought; | 

Now for two ages having ſnatch'd from Fate 

| Whatc'er was beautcous, or whate'er was great, 

Lies crown'd with Princes honours, Poct's lays, 

Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of praiſe. 

Living, great Nature fear d he might out vie 

| Her works; and, dying, fears herſelf may die. 


IX. 
On General Henry WiTHhHERs, 

In Wellmiaſter- Abbey, 1729. 
HzxE, Wiruens, reft! thou braveſt, gentleſt | 


mind, | 

| Thy Country's friend, but more of human kind. 
Oh born to arms! O Worth in youth approv'd! 
O ſoft Humanity, in Age belov'd! 

For thee the hardy Vet'ran drops a trar, 

And the gay Courtier feels the ſigh ſincere. 
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Wiruxxs, adieu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy Martial ſpirit, or thy ſocial love! 

Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and Rage, 

Still leave ſome ancient Virtue to our age : 

Nor let us fay, (thoſe Engliſh glories gone) 
The laſt true Briton lies beneath this ſtone. 


X. 
On Mr. EL IIA FENTON, 
At Eaſthamſted in Berks, 1930. 


Tkrs modeſt Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeſt Man: 

A Poet, bleſt beyond the Port's fate, 

Whom Heav'a kept ſacred from the Proud and Great; 

Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 

Content with Science in the Vale of Peace, 

Calmly he look'd on either Life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to ſcar; 

From nature's temp'rate feaſt roſe ſatisfy'd, 

Thank'd Heav'n that he had liv'd, and that be dy d. 


Li Tarlt a 
Xl, 
On Mr. GA Y, 
In Weſtminſter- Abbey, 1732. 


| Or Manners gentle, of Affections meld; 

In Wit, a Man; Simplicity, a child: 
With native Humour temp'rinz virtvous Rage, 
Fo m'd to delight at once and lth the age: 

A ove Temptation in a low Eſtate, 

A. d uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great: 

A ſaſe Companion, and an caiy Friend. 
Unlam'd thro' Lite. Jamented in thy End. 
Theſe ace Thy honours! not that here thy Puſt 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with. Kings thy duft; 
Brie that the Worthy and the Good ball tay, 
Stiiking their pcalive boioms— Here lies Gar. 


__ -- 
Intended for Sir Is aac NEwrT 0 N 
In Weitminier Mobey. 


ISAACUS NEWTONVUS: 
| Quem Immortal. m 
Teſtantur Te VN turz, Coelum :; 

Mortal. m 

| Hoc marmot ſatetur. 

Nature and Nature's Las lay hid in Night: 

GOD fail, Let ,yvew.vn be / and all was Lieht, 
Vor. II. Q.-- 
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IT. 
On Dr. Francis AT TERBU RY, 
Biſh« p of Rocheſter; 


Who died in Exile at Paris, 19 32. 


{His only daughter having expired in his arms. im me- 
di- cel after the arrived in France to fee him. J 


DIALOGUE. 


5 zur. | 

8. we have liv'd— one pang, and then we part! 
May Heav'n, dear Father! now have all thy hearts 
Yet ab ! how once we lov'd, remember (till, 
Till you are dult lixc me. 


HE. | 
| Dear Shade! I will : 
Then mix this duſt with thine—O ſpotleſs Ghoſt ! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country loſt! 
Is there on Earth one care, one wiſh beſide ? 
Yes—SAvE My CuunTry, Heav'N, 
Ullc tad, and dy'd. 
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On FD uo Duke of Buckxincnan, 
Wav dicd in the N. net:enth Year ot his Age, 
1755 


I mod-(t Youth, with cool Refle tion crown'd, 
And ev'cy op'ning virtue bloomiag round, 
Could fave a Parent's juſtelt Pride from fate, 
Or add one Patriot to a ſinking ſtate : 
This weeping marble had not aſk'd thy Tear, 
Or ſadly told. how many hopes lie here! 
The living Virtue now had ſhone approv'd, 
The Senate heard him, and his country lov'd. 
Yet ſofter Honours, and leſs noiſy Fame 
Attend the thade of gentle BucxinGaam : 
In whom a Race, for Courage ſam d and Art, 
Ends in the milder merit of the Heart; 
And Chiefs or Sages long to Britain gir'n, 
Pass the lait Tribute of a Saint to Heav'as 
. 


For One who would not be buried in 
Weitmniter- Abdbcy. | 


; FH FROES and Kix es] your diſtance keepy 
In peace let one poor Poct ſlecp, 
Who never flattcr'd Folks like you: 
Let Horace biulb, and Vicgil too. 
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Another of the ſame. 


WER this Marble, or under this Sill, 

Or under this turf, or c'en what they will: 
Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his ſtead, 
Or any good creature ſhall lay o'er my licad, 
Lies one who ne'er car'd, and (till cares not a pin 
What they ſaid, or may fay of the mortal within: 
But who, living and dying, ſerene ſtill and free, 
Truſts m Cos, that as wel as lic was, ke thail be. 


Tat END OF THE SECOND VOLVMZ, 


